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STANDAED  STUMP 
SPEECHES. 


BURLESQUE  ORATION  ON  MATRIMONY. 

AS  DELIVEEED  BT  H.  W.  E«AN,  IN  THE  CHABACTER  OF  AUNTT  CHLOEY. 

Human  Ceittees,  Hemale  Humbugs,  an'  Female  Wictims:  Straighten  up,  and  listen  to 
ole  Aunty  Ghloey,  vbile  she  splanifies  de  question  of  matrimony. 

Matrimony  am  a  humbug,  husbands  am  tyrants,  love  am  a  sham,  an'  domestic  bliss  am  a 
dam  suck-in ! 

In  de  tust  place,  dar's  de  honey-moon,  or  in  some  cases  de  winegar-moon,  dat  passes 
away  like  de  contents  of  a  clam-chowder  pot  afore  a  parcel  of  hungry  niggers.  Den,  aha  ! — 
den,  den  you  may  wear  your  wedding-dress  at  de  wash-tub,  and  your  seventeen-penny  calico 
on  Sundays,  and  your  lord  an'  master  won't  know  it.  You  may  pick  up  your  own  pocket- 
hankerfitch,  and  rip  your  dress  up  de  back,  stretching  across  de  table  for  another  flapjack,  an' 
he  don't  boder  to  help  you  !  eh  ?  ah  ?    How's  dat? 

And  all  de  time  he  is  layin'  his  breakfast  in  just  as  if  it  was  de  last  meal  he  was  a-gwine 
to  eat  oa  dis  side  of  de  Kingdom  Comin'.  Den  he  gets  up  from  de  table,  lights  his  cigar  wid 
de  last  evening's  paper  afore  you've  had  a  chance  to  read  it — gives  free  or  four  whiffs  at  it, 
just  eauff  to  see  your  head  achin'  all  day — eh  ?  ah?  how  is  dat  ? 

Den,  jist  as  he's  goin'  out,  you  ax  him  if  he  won't  do  a  little  errand  for  you.  What  does 
he  say — eh  ?  ah?  Why,  he  tells  you  dat  he's  very  sorry  he  can't  oblige  you,  but  he's  so  pressed 
wid  business.  Dat's  de  'scuse.  You  needn't  grin  at  me,  you  he-crocodiles  !  You  know  it's 
de  truf e  —eh?   ah  ?  how  is  dat  ? 

But  s'pose  you  was  to  see  him  at  about  'leven  o'clock,  takin'  ice-cream  wid  a  young  lady 
in  Crook  &  Nash's  while  de  misfortunate  wife  is  at  home,  puttin'  new  linin's  to  his  coat-sleeves, 
or  sewin'  buttons  on  his  what-you-may-call-'ems — eh  ?  ah  ?  how  is  dat  ? 

Den,  when  he  comes  home  at  night,  he'll  just  walk  in,  pull  off  his  obercoat,  and  say, 
"How  de  do,  Sally?"  or  somefin' just  as  cool-  blow  up  de  chillum— may-be  wallup  dem — an' 
down  he'll  sit  in  front  of  de  stove,  pull  the  newspaper  out  of  his  pocket,  and  read  it  all  to 
hisself.  He  eats  his  supper,  aad  down  he  lies  on  de  sophia,  and  snores  away  till  nine  o'clock. 
Den  he  gets  up,  and  says  he'll  take  a  walk  for  half  an  hour —mind  you,  de  sarpint  don't  ax 
his  poor  wife  to  come  along — away  he  goes,  and  you  doesn't  see  him  agin  till  two  o'clock  in  de 
mornia' — eh?  ah?  how  is  dat? 
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Nex'  mornin'  you  ax  him  to  let  you  have  a  little  money.  What's  de  consequence  ?  Why^ 
he  heaves  a  sigh  like  a  kipoodlepup  dyin'  wid  de  toothfache,  an'  axes  you  won't  fifty  cents  do, 
as  money  is  very  scarce  jist  now;  jist  as  if  you  was  gwine  to  get  shoes,  stockings,  pettiskirts, 
flannens,  an'  free-cornered  hankerfitches  for  de  young  ones,  for  half  a  dollar  !  Dam  nonsense 
—eh?  ah?  how  is  dat? 

Gals,  wenches,  and  oder  shemales,  take  my  advice:  set  your  afEections  on  cats,  dogs,  par- 
rots, ginny-goats,  bull-frogs,  or  canary-birds— but  let  matrimony  alone.  It's  a  swindle,  a  hum- 
bug, a  suck-in;  in  the  gumphatic  langwidge  of  Mrs.  Greeley,  it's  a  dead  beat.  Tink  of  it— 
carryin'  eight  or  ten  or  fourteen  or  twenty-one  chillum  frough  de  meazles,  and  de  mumps, 
and  de  hoopin'  cough  and  de  rash,  and  the  itch  an'  scratch-gravel,  and  all  de  oder  complaints, 
some  of  'em  free  or  four  times  over !  golly,  it's  enough  to  set  dis  old  wench  crazy  to  tink  along 
about  it — eh  ?  ah  ?  how  is  dat  ? 

Den  you  may  squeeze  an'  save  and  twist  an'  turn,  and  dig  an'  delve,  and  den  you  die  !  Den, 
of  course,  your  husband  goes  and  gets  married  agin,  and  takes  what  you  have  saved  to  dress 
his  second  wife  wid;  and  she'll  take  your  likeness  to  make  a  fireboard — eh?  ah?  how  is  dat  ? 

But  what's  de  use  of  wastin'  my  precious  breff  wid  all  my  talkin'  ?  All  you  gals  will  go 
an'  try  it,  de  very  fust  chance  you  get.  Dar's  a  sort  of  hyferlutin'  about  de  lovyers  yon  can't 
resist,  let  ole  Aunty  Ghloey  speak  as  she  will.  I  do  believe  one-half  o'  de  world  am  idiots, 
and  de  oder  half  fools — eh  ?  ah  ?  how  is  dat. 


ADD  EYMAN'S  CELEBRATED  FOUETH  OF  JULY  ORATION. 

It  is  useliss  and  more  than  foolish  to  enter  into  prefatory  remarks  explanatory  of  the 
origin,  growth,  and  pedigree  of  the  Fourth  of  July.  That  it  was  born  of  poor  and  honest  parents, 
is  a  fact  known  to  us  all.  That  its  birth  gave  us  freedom  there  can  be  no  doubt.  That  that 
I  freedom  inspired  us  with  enterprise  and  industry,  make  no  blooming  error.  That  industry 
i  and  interprise  has  made  us  the  greatest  nation  the  sun  ever  shone  on,  you  can  bet  your  bottom 
dollar.  And  in  how  short  a  time  ?  How  rapid  have  been  the  strides  of  improvement.  Rivers 
that  but  yesterday  rolled  from  the  icy  north  to  the  tropical  south,  whose  surfaces  were  only 
disturbed  by  the  Indian's  canoe,  to-day  are  full  of  flat-boats  and  stern-wheel-steamers.  In  the 
language  of  the  poet— 

"Behind  the  red  man's  bark  canoe, 
The  steamboat  puffs  and  raves, 
And  city  lots  are  advertised  for  sale, 
Above  old  Indians'  grave.    Hey !" 

Where  was  this  city  two  hundred  years  ago  ?  Where  was  it  ?  Was  it  where  she  now  stands? 
No,  my  hearers,  it  was  not.  But  on  this  spot  the  war  whoop  of  the  Indian  chief  might  have 
been  heard  to  echo  and  re-echo  from  Woodbine  Cottage  to  the  Jersey  Ferry.  But  where  is  the 
war-whoop  now  ?  It  has  passed  into  the  dim  distance,  and  to-day,  as  you  walk  down  Broad- 
way, instead  of  being  greeted  with  the  war-whoop  of  the  Indian  chief,  all  you  hear  is:  How 
is  the  old  thing  working?  But  we  know  how  it  is  ourselves.  We  know  that  as  a  people  we 
are  huge.  We  have  everything  to  be  proud  of.  We  hare  just  elected  a  President  that  w' 11 
make  things  hum  don't  yon  forget  it.    We  have  men  in  our  Legislature  who  would  sacrifice  their- 

lives  rather  than  rob  the  government  of  anything  they  couldn't  get  away  with,  and  if  we 

keep  on  progressing  as  we  have  been  in  the  last  few  years,  there  will  be  nothing  left  of  the 
]  Old  Constitution  but  the  Freedom  of  Worship  bill.  Woman's  Suffrage,  and  the  Fifteenth  Amend- 
■  ment.  Ain't  we  huge?  I  tell  you  we're  business.  We're  the  most  peaceful  when  abused,  and 
the  mostwarlike  whenlet  alone  of  any  people  ontheearth.  We  had  a  standing  challenge  in  the 
Clipper  for  years  and  years.  No  nation  took  it  up,  so  we  took  it  up  ourselves.  We  had  a 
fight  in  our  own  family,  just  to  show  outsiders  how  we  could  make  the  fur  fly.  But  the  cruel 
war  is  over,  and  how  our  hearts  beat  with  joy,  our  bosoms  heaved  with  emotion  to  see  our 
brothers  and  friends  after  their  long,  tedious  marches  and  hard-fought  battles,  returning  home 
 from  Canada. 

Yes,  my  friends,  the  war  is  over,  and  the  Star  Spangled  Banner  still  floats  triumphant. 
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We  still  celebrate  the  Anniversary  of  the  Declaration  of  Independence.  And  the  bald-headed 
eagle  has  perched  himself  on  the  snow-capped  summits  of  the  Mocky  Rountains,  flapping  his 
■wings,  spreading  his  tail  feathers,  bidding  defiance  to  the  world,  and  spiling  for  a  muss.  But 
he'll  never  spile,  he's  not  long  to  wait.  We  are  on  the  eve  of  a  great  war,  which  if  not  stopped 
will  cause  rivers  of  blood  to  flow.  I  fancy  I  hear  you  asking  yourselves,  what  will  cause  this 
war?  I  will  tell  yon.  During  the  last  three  years  there  has  been  more  emigration  to  this 
country  than  there  has  been  during  the  last  three  years.  Scarcely  a  ship  arrives  but  that 
brings  from  twenty-five  to  one  hundred  Italian  organ-grinders,  sent  to  this  country  by  Italy  to 
make  harmony  between  the  two  great  nations,  but  how  are  they  treated,  how  are  Italians 
treated  in  this  country?  Calumniously.  Have  we  commissioners  appointed  to  show  them 
around,  to  take  them  by  the  hand,  and  guard  them  against  the  pitfalls  and  allurements  that 
beset  their  path  to  lead  them  astray?  No,  in  italic,  No.  Why,  it  was  only  two  days,  three 
weeks  and  four  months  ago,  that  an  Italian  friend  of  mine,  an  organ-grinder  by  profession, 
landed  in  this  our  beautiful  city  of  New  York.  How  was  he  received  ?  Who  was  there  to 
take  him  by  the  hand,  and  show  him  round  among  the  gang?  Nobody,  not  even  "Nobody's 
Daughter."  What  was  the  consequence  ?  He  stood  with  a  string  baited  with  monkey,  grind- 
ing his  organ,  three  days  and  three  nights,  in  front  of  a  Deaf  and  Dumb  Asylum.  It's  enough 
to  burst  up  any  business.  And  it  is  likely  to  cause  war  between  this  country  and  Italy.  Let 
us  prevent  it.  *'  Let  us  have  peace,"  for,  as  Gen.  Grant  says,  the  country  is  in  no  condition 
to  fight,  and  he  wouldn't  say  so  unless  he  was  paid  for  it.  But  I'll  detain  you  no  longer, 
hoping  you  may  all  live  for  many  years  to  fire  your  crackers  and  shout  for  the  "Star  Bangled 
Smasher,"  The  Fourth  of  July,  and  the  Dec— le—pru — dence  of  In — dig — na — tion.  Ibid 
you  a  jew,  a — Chatham  Street  jew. 


DE  MILK  IN  DE  COCOA-NUT. 

AN  ETHOPIAN  STUMP-SPEECH,  AS  DELIVESED  WITH  EOAES  OF   APPLAUSE,  BY  FBANK  BEOWEE. 

Fellee-fellees  an'  oder  fellers,  I  rise  dis  evening  to — to — to  address  you,  my  unworthy 
constituents,  on  de  subject  of— of— of  a'most  anything  I  can  tink  of.  In  de  fust  place,  before 
proceeding  to  investigate  de  horizontal  delapidation  of  the  innocular  interregnum,  so  as  to 
enumerate  de  legislative  innovation  of  de  former  question  as  previously  heretofore  and  etcetera 
double  rule  of  three,  knuckle  down  and  fen  grabbings,  as  de  dishonerable  member  from  Sing 
Sing  anthiteticallously  asserted  in  answer  to  my  derogatory  approximation  of  de  aforesaid 
illustrative  debility.    My  f rens,  dat  accounts  for  de  milk  in  de  cocoa-nut ! 

Feller-fellers  and  oder  fellers,  dere  may  be  standing  here  on  the  floor  of  dis— dis — dis  barn, 
certain,  divers,  sundry,  various,  and  oder  indiwidjimals,  who,  preferred  self-preservation  to 
self-defence,  seek  only  de  whereby  and  whereas,  or,  as  I  didn't  said  before,  who— who— who 
cease  to  go  forward  from  de  time  dey  begin  to  retreat;  while  oders  may  chose  to— to — chose  to 
— may  chose  butter-cakes  instead  of  fishballs,  and — dat  accounts  for  de  milk  in  the  cocoa-nut ! 

Feller-fellers  and  oder  fellers,  when  de  desideratums  and  de  'gipshuns  built  de  crocodiles 
of  de  West,  did  dey— I  say,  could  dey— dat  is,  did  dey— or,  in  oder  words,  should  dey— which 
may  be  translated  ought  dey,  foretold  de  repudiation  of  de  pyramids  of  West  Hoboken  by  de 
Prince  of  Whales  and— and— and  oder  land-sharks?  Certainly  not,  and  why?  I'll  tole  you 
why,  as  de  great  poet  Eomulus  and  Remus  declared  to  de  editor  of  de  Liebune — 

If  your  foot  is  pretty,  show  it; 
li. your  cash  is  plenty,  go  it; 
If  your  horn  is  noisy,  blow  it — 

etcetera,  and  so  fourth,  and  so  on,  also,  likewise,  or  any  oder  man;  and— dat  accounts  for  de 
milk  in  de  cocoa-nut ! 

Feller-fellers  and  oder  fellers,  in  de  inspired  language  of  de  author  of  "  Who  slaughtered 
de  unoffending  Cock  Robin,"  let  me  ask — 


6 


STANDARD  STUMP  SPEECHES. 


Breathes  dere  a  man  wid  sole  so  dead, 

Wot  neber  to  hisself  has  said, 

"  I'll  get  drunk  'fore  I  go  to  bed, 

An'  get  Tip  in  de  morn  with  aching  head?" 

Not  a  man;  and — dat  accounts  for  de  milk  in  de  cocoa-mit ! 

Feller-fellers  and  oder  fellers,  -when  Joan  of  Ark  and  his  broder  Noah's  Ark  crossed  do 
Rubicund  in  search  of  Decamoran's  horn,  and  meeting  dat  solitary  hossman  by  de  way,  dey 
anapulated  in  de  clarien  tones  of  de  clamurous  rooster,  de  insignification  of  de — de — de — de 
hop-toad  am  a  very  big  bird — du  da — du  da  dey  does  it  not  prove  dat  when  gold  is  up  to  a  dis- 
count of  two  cups  of  coffee  on  de  dollar,  dat'  bolivers  must  fall  back  into  de  radience  of  de — 
de — anyting  else,  derefore  at  once  and  exclueively  proving  de  fact  dat  de  aforementioned 
accounts  for  de  milk  in  de  cocoa-nut ! 

Feller-fellers  and  oder  fellers,  whence  is  de  cry  of  de  hungry  alligator,  when  as  he  stands 
by  de — de — de — wherever  he  does  stand — I  say — I  say — when  he  stands  dar  crying,  to  'lure  de 
iinconfiding  wictim  down  to  de  rapacious  recesses  of  his  dental  orifice,  and  so  forth — I  say, 
why  does  be  cry,  eh?  ah?  um?  Consolidate  your  libries,  consult  your  condictionary  of 
natural  botany  and  oder  animile  and  dere  you'll  find  it.  My  frens,  de  reason  he  cried  so  is — 
— is — is — 'kase  he  wants  to,  which  of  course — accounts  for  de  milk  in  de  cocoa-nut ! 

Feller-fellers  and  oder  fellers,  de  day  has  gone  past  when  de  aristocratic  foundations  for 
de  hypesqnalateral  signification  preceeds  de  conglomeration  of  intersections  necessary  to  ab- 
breviate dezampillearostating  influences  of  de  culinary  disarrangements  anterior  to  de  corro- 
sive contortions  agitating  deantedelivian  sublimate, — or — in— oder— words,  de  efSuverous  in- 
stinctiveness  of  de  delinquent  constellation  ramificating  de  various  prestidigitations  of  de 
obtuse  humors  of  de  Cagliostromanthemus' encyclopaedia — causes  a  registration  of  confluent 
precincts  to  obviate  de  necessary  occasion  for  an  occulation  of  metropolitan  and  correspond- 
ing segastric  perambulations,  dereby  acting  on  de  capillary  peculiarities  of  rosicrusian  saluta- 
tion, and  fully  agreeing  to — to — to — to  account  for  de  milk  in  de  cocoa-nut ! 


IMPULSIVE  ORATION? 
[by  billy  biech. 

Fellee  Citizens  and  Httmans: — Lend  me  your  ears,  for  I  am  about  to  let  her  slide.  Dis 
am  a  great  country,  full  ob  toil  and  troubles,  sin  and  sorrow,  sickness  and  deff.  We  spring  up 
like  a  hoppergrass  and  are  cut  down  like  a  peppergrass,  as  Speelshake  says  in  his  words  ob 
human  ewents.  I  tell  yer,  feller  citizens,  a  crisis  hab  arriben  and  sumthins  bust;  our  hy-per- 
bol-i-cal  and  majestic  uniwerse  ob  creation  hab  unshipped  her  rudder  and  de  cai^tin's  ded 
drunk  in  dat  renowned  and  neber  to  be  forgotten  place,  called  de  odder  side  ob  Jordan;  de 
chambermaid  hab  jumped  overboard  and  div  down  to  de  depths  ob  de  mighty  deep  in  serch 
ob  crabs  and  odder  small  insects.  Our  wigwams  am  torn  to  pieces  like  an  old  shirt  on  a 
brush  fence. 

We  hab  piirloined  de  huntin  grounds  ob  de  poor  aborigines,  and  druv  dem  in  desperation 
to  de  plains  ob  Caucassus  on  de  Kentuck  ribber,  near  Skeedunk  Territory. 

Dis  am  a  time  to  be  looked  up  to  like  a  bobtail  shanghai  on  a  rickety  henroost;  am  such 
tings  to  be  did  ?  I  ax  you  in  de  name  ob  dat  proud  majestic  bird  of  Liberty,  which  hab  smelt 
de  smoke  of  many  hard  fought  battles,  and  hab  now  flown  ober  de  cloud  capt  summits  ob  de 
Rockygany  Mountins,  and  sets  perched  on  de  staff  ob  de  Star  Spangled  Smasher,  am  such 
things  gwine  to  be  conglomerated  ?  Oh!  answer  me  somebody!  and  "let  me  not  bust  wid 
ignorance,"  as  Cassar  said  when  Gimblet  stabbed  him  in  de  house  ob  Rep-re-sent-a-tives. 

I'se  sprung  a  leak  !  I'm  spilen  !  I'm  gwine  to  let  her  rip,  and  yelp  like  a  hungry  bar  wid 
a  sore  head,  or  a  big  yalfer  dog  wid  a  wheel  barrow  tied  to  his  tail. 

Den  flock  togedder,  feller  humans,  like  a  flock  ob  turkey  buzzards  round  der  carcass  ob  a 
defunct  mule,  or  a  drove  ob  shad  in  fly  time,  and  rib  me  out  wid  a  mill  grab,  if  I  don't  stick  to 
you  like  brick  dust  to  a  bf r  ob  soft  soap,  or  a  lot  ob  hungry  nigger's  to  a  bowl  ob  clam  soup. 
Times  ain't  us  dey  used  to  was,  and  things  in  general  hab  got  to  cum  to  a  stop,  so  my  friend 
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Jeems  says,  and  what  he  says  am  ile  from  de  can.  Howsuntsver,  his 'absence  prevents  his 
hemispherical  orgunnisational  optical  illusional  powers. 

My  friend  Jeems  must  look  to  dis,  and  not  set  dar  in  dat  buck-horn  char,  what  holds  an 
eminent  position  in  de  vocabulary  ob  his  hiperial  cabinet,  wid  impunity;  he  must  look  to  it 
or  I  will,  for  I  am  spilin.  I'm  worried  and  dere  will  be  trouble  in  de  house,  and  when  I  do  rise 
up,  de  whole  Yankee  nation  from  de  East  to  de  Wes,  from  the  North  to  de  South,  will  exclaim 
in  de  loud  and  terrific  sublime  and  unnatural  language  as  Paul  de  Apostle  used  when  preachin 
in  de  wilderness  to  the  aborigines  ob  Hosh  Kosh,  when  he  said  unto  dem  "  you  dat  am  last 
shall  be  fust,  and  you  dat  am  fust  shall  be  last,  and  follow  in  de  footsteps  ob  deodders,"  when 
Gabriel  Babble  blows  his  horn  or  stay  behind  till  de  day  ob  Jug-her-not  and  Root  little  Hog  or 
die. 


DAT  S  WHAE  DE  HEN  SCKATCHES. 

A  BAKLESQUE  OBATION  DELIYEEED  BY  H.    A.  EAGAN,  ETHIOPIAN  COMEDIAN. 

Fellee  Citizens  and  odeb  animiles— I  'pear  'fore  you  dis  evening,  fresh  from  de  bosom 

of  my  washerwoman  and  de  rest  of  my  family,  to  elucicondatede  subject  of  etcetera  and 

so  forth.  Whar's  de  good  time  a  coming?  am  it  har?  am  it  dar?  or  did  it  get  stuck  by  de 
way?  eh?  um?  My  sweet  geraniums,  when  de  Prince  of  Wales  married  Lucretia  Borgia,  and 
Governor  Wise  run  away  wid  de  whisky  bottle,  wot  did  Oliver  Cromwell  say?  Why,  ash© 
stood  drinking  a  glass  of  lager  bier  wid  John  Anderson,  my  Joe  John,  he  said — Dat's  whar  de 
hen  scratches. 

Secondly  in  the  third  place.  In  de  time  of  de  delooge,  when  it  rained  for  thirty-seven 
days  and  twenty-four  nights,  when  Noah  took  de  elephants,  and  de  porgies,  and  de  cock- 
roaches, and  all  de  oder  birds  into  de  ark.  Now  do  you  suppose  dat  if  he  had  given  de  con- 
tract to  build  de  ark  to  Governor  Cornell,  dat  it  would  ever  bin  finished?  Of  course  it 
wouldn't.  It  would  have  taken  every  cent  he  had  to  pay  de  commission.  And  if  it  had  been 
done,  de  crazy  old  ting  would  have  gone  to  pieces  before  it  reached  Long  Island  Sound.  Dat's 
whar  de  hen  scratches. 

Chapter  de  fourth — clause  de  twenty-first — special  act  of  congress  water.    My  beloved 

lunatics  what  does  de  poet  Horace  Pope  say  on  de  subject  of  a  of  so  forth,  and  all 

that  kind  of  ting  ?  Why,  he  says,  in  the  language  of  Mrs.  Harriet  Beecher  Tom,  in  the  romance 
of  "  Uncle  Stowe." 

"  Dere  was  an  old  woman,  and  what  does  you  tink, 
She  lived  upon  nothing  but  victuals  and  drink." 

And  my  sweet-scented  stujents,  doesn't  he  declare,  moreover,  in  his  proclamation  to  de  Home 
Guard  dat, 

"Victuals  and  drink  were  de  chief  of  her  diet, 
Yet  dis  little  old  woman  would  never  be  quiet. 

Which  shows  inclusively  dat  is  precisely  where  de  hen  scratches. 

In  de  seventeenth  place — section  de  fortj^-third — my  Peruvian  sunflowers,  wen  a  man 
enters  de  unholy  bonds  of  padlock,  when  a  man  gets  warned — I  mean  married,  when  he  leads 
his  gal  to  de  halter,  does  he  tink  how  sad'll  be  his  fate  before  de  bridal's  over  ?  what  feelings 
it's  gwine  to  stir  up,  and  leave  de  traces  on  his  mind,  or  how  he  may  be  hit  ?  Now,  when  his 
wife  consumes  de  reins  of  government,  suppose  she  should  be  sulky,  or  de  bedstead  might  be 
buggy,  den  what's  he  gwine  to  do,  eh  ?  um  ?  Why,  he  must  only  wag  on  de  best  way  he  can, 
for  when  de  women  gets  de  whip  hand  dey're  sure  to  put  de  winkers  on  de  men,  and  have  dar 

own  way  through  wheel  or  woe.    I  don't  car  to  go  any  furder,  kase — kase  dat's  whar  dehen 

scratches. 

Paragraft  de  forty-first — section  de  sixth — lobster's  clause.  My  infatuated  hollyhocks. 
When  Chris.  Columbus  brought  dis  world  over  here — de  new  world  dat  he  had  just  got  up  and 
patented — when  he  come  sailing  up  through  Gowanus  Creek,  and  landed  his  brave  crew  at 
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pier  twenty-seven,  what  was  de  first  question  lie  asked?  Why,  my  incipient  dabilas,  as  he 
toolc  a  reef  in  de  barnacle,  and  dropped  New  Jersey  overboard,  he  asked  de  man  at  de — de — 
quarterstaff,  which  is  de  best  journal  for  special  purposes,  confederate  bonds,  or  Gayetty's 

medicated  paper  ?  and — and  dat's  whar  de  hen  scratches. 

Exclusively,  in  the  ninety-third  place — chapter  de  twelfth — section  in  de  line.  My  dis- 
gusted antiquarians  leff  us  look  at  de  tax  bill.  Dere's  going  to  be  a  tax  put,  on  everyting,  and 
more  too.  Ten  dollars  a  keg  on  lager  bier.  Free  dollars  an  inch  on  de  gal's  hoops  —  for  every 
inch  dey  occupy  in  circumstance  ober  de  usual  extra-di£Eerence  of  twenty  feet  in  circumambu- 
lance.  Five  dollars  tax  on  de  young  men  wid  de  diamond  breast  pins.  Ten  cents  tax  on  de 
Home  Guard  Cadets — dat's  about  as  much  as  dey're  worth.  Five  dollars  on  old  bachelors,  and 
five  cents  on  old  maids.  Dat'U  hurry  up  carnages — I  mean  marriages.  Household  furniture 
will  be  taxed  more  or  less — or  less  and  a  half — dollars  a  year.  And  carpets — well,  carpet 
tacks  will  be  six  cents  a  paper.  Conseqiiencely,  my  broder  ignoramusses,  "  you  can't  judge  a 
man  by  de  coat  dat  he  wears,"  for  "  when  in  de  course  of  human  events  "  it  declares  "  Now 
I  lay  me  down  to  sleep,"  "John  Anderson  my  Joe  John,"  and— and — dat's  whar  de  hen 
scratches. 


ELECTION  STUarP-SPEECH. 

AS    DELIVEKED    BY    SAM  SHAEPLET. 

Fellee-Felleks  akd  Citizens  geneeaxly:  I  rise  to  address  you  on  the  subject  of  the 
kuming  eel-eckshun.  Be  sure  and  vote  at  least  once,  each  one  of  you,  and  your  wives  too. 
Buckle  on  your  armor  and  go  to  the  poles.  See  that  your  nabor  is  there,  or — or  drag  him 
there  anyhow.  See  that  the  kripples  is  provided  with  karridges.  Go  to  the  poles  and  stay  all 
day.  Bewair  of  the  infamus  lise  which  the  Opposishun  will  be  sartin  to  git  up  fur  perlitercal 
effeck  on  the  eve  of  eeleckshun.  To  the  poles  !  to  the  poles  !  and  when  you  get  there,  vote 
jest  as  you  darn  please.  This  is  a  privilege  we  all  persess,  and  it  is  1  of  the  booties  of  this 
grate  and  free  land. 

I  see  much  to  admire  in  New  Englan'.  Your  gals  in  particklar  are  abowt  as  snug-built 
peaces  of  caliker  as  I  ever  saw.  They  are  fully  equal  to  the  corn-fed  gals  of  Ohio  and  Injianny, 
and  will  make  the  bestest  kind  of  wives.    It  sets  my  buzzum  on  fire  to  look  at  'em. 

Be  still,  my  sole,  be  still. 
And  you,  hart,  stop  cuttin'  up. 

Whitch  afEeckt-tin'  lines  is  either  from  the  pen  of  Govner  Hill  of  New  York,  or  Doctur  Watts, 
I  disremember  whitch. 

I  like  your  skool-houses,  your  meetin'-houses,  your  enterprise,  gumpshun,  etc.,  but  your 
favorite  bevrige  I  despise.  I  allude  to  New  Englan'  rum.  It  is  wus  not  the  korn  whiskey  of 
Injianny,  which  eats  threw  stun  jugs,  and  will  turn  the  stummuck  of  the  most  shiftlis  hog.  I 
seldon  seek  consolashum  in  the  flowin'  bole,  but  t'other  day  I  wurrid  down  sum  of  your  rum. 
The  fust  glass  indused  me  to  sware  like  an  infooriated  trooper.  On  takin'  the  seckund  glass 
I  was  seized  with  a  desire  to  brake  winders,  and  arter  imbibin'  the  third  glass,  I  knockta  small 
boy  'down,  pickt  his  pocket  of  a  new  novel  in  the  American  Series,  and  wildly  kummenced 
readin'  Rider  Haggard's  last  Tail.  I  verily  do  bleeve  that  if  I'd  histed  in  another  glass  I 
should  hav  bin  desperit  enufE  to  attack  the  South  5th  Ave  Poker  Club  Book. 

Its  drefEul  stuff — a  sort  of  liquid  liteDin'  gut  up  under  the  personal  supervishun  of  the 
devil — tears  men's  innards  all  to  peaces,  and  makes  their  noses  blossom  as  the  lobster.  Shun 
it  as  you  wood  a  wildhyeny  with  a  firebrand  tide  to  his  tale,  etc.,  &  while  you  are  abowt  it.  you 
will  du  a  fust-rate  thing  for  yourself  and  everybody  abowt  you,  by  shunnin'  all  kinds  of  in- 
toxicatin'  lickers.  You  don't  need  'em  no  more'n  a  cat  needs  2  tales,  sayin'  nothin'  abowt  the 
trubble  and  sufferin'  they  cawse.  But  unless  your  innards  air  cast  iron  avoid  New  Englan's 
favorite  bevrige. 

My  friends,  Ime  dun,  I  tare  myself  away  from  you  with  tears  in  my  eyes  &  a  pleasant 
odor  of  onyons  abowt  my  close.  In  the  langwidgeof  Mr.  Catroline  to  the  Rumuns,  I  go,  but 
perhaps  I  shall  cum  back  agin.  Adoo,  pepel  of  Weihersfield,  Bevirtoous  &  you'll  be  harpy. 
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STUMP  SPEECH. 

DELIVEEED   BY  ADD  ETMAN. 

Mx  HILT  culudbrudrin  an  sistrin — 

Sach  de  scripters  from  Levi  T.  Kiiss  to  Pocriphy,  and  from  Danyel  to  Nebbycasneezar, 
and  you  cant  find  a  tex  of  haff  de  walu  and  signifumcunce  ob  de  one  dat  I  hab  extrakted  for 
dis  days  preachment  from  the  chronicals  ob  Washington.  Open  youm  mouffs,  eyes  and  ears, 
an  lissen  to  de  stunnin  wuds: 

"  Woe  be  unto  you,  publicans  and  sinners,  ye  reprebates  of  boff  houses,  dat  hab  robbed 
de  trezury  ob  a  million  an  a  hafE,  and  divied  it  among  yoursefs. 

My  brudrin,  dis  stealin  by  holesale  out  ob  de  public  crib,  widout  eben  hidin  de  sin  from 
de  eyes  ob  de  people,  am  gettin  to  be  too  serous  a  biznis  to  be  tollyated  or  indoord.  Not 
sassyfied  wid  five  tousan  dollars  a  year — ten  times  as  much  as  youm  belubbed  pasture  gits  for 
his  efiEotes  in  sabin  you  all  from  de  red  hot  claws  ob  de  debble — dese  reprebates  ob  de  people 
in  Kongriss,  in  whom  we  hab  intrusted  our  pollyticul  libes,  oni  gold  and  green-backs,  and  de 
berry  eggistunce  ob  de  nashun,  hab  cum  de  grab  game  ober  Unkil  Sams  trezury  to  de  tune  of 
a  millyon  an  a  haff,  an  divied  it  amoug  darsef s. 

Woe  be  unto  dem,  Dead  Beets  all !  for  dem  dat  didnt  wote  for  de  steal,  wur  glad  enuff  to 
tuk  dar  divy  ob  de  spiles,  an  as  it  am  recordid  in  de  cronicals  ob  de  Suns  ob  Malty,  dat  de 
receiber  am  bad  as  de  tief,  darfo  dey  am  all  in  de  same  cattygorry,  wid  one  or  two  honable 
ceptions  ob  men  who  positibly  refused  to  be  pals  ob  Chief  butlers  ban  ditty. 

I  hab  alius  tole  you,  my  brudrin,  dat  wite  man  am  berry  onsartin,  an  now  you  nose  it.  De 
moss  honist  ob  dem  wil  fall  from  grace  sumtimes,  eben  gemmen  ob  de  clurgycul  perfeshun. 
Look  at  poo'  Harlum  an  Pattysun.  Dey  cud  no  mo  stand  the  temptatious  atmusfear  ob  Was- 
hinton  dan  a  hungry  jackass  can  keep  his  nose  out  ob  a  tub  ob  otes;  an  it  am  so  wid  pooty  , 
much  all  ob  dem.  De  moss  morul,  de  moss  temprate,  de  moss  pieus,  de  moss  relijus  ob  de 
wite  race  wen  day  hab  been  roun  heahbout  a  yeer,  a  veer  an  a  hafE  or  two  yeeis,  dey  becum 
so  mammonized,  an  dey  am  so  greedy  ater  de  filfy  lucor  dat  dey  am  willin  de  debble  ehal  hab 
dar  soles,  if  dey  can  ony  fill  dar  coffers  to  de  brim.  Dat  am  de  case  wid  culor,  tank  heaben. 
Dar  am  nuf&n  from  de  ilean  to  de  norf  side,  an  from  de  capital  to  de  wite  house,  in  deehaip 
ob  temptashun  dat  any  wel  bred,  spectreble  nigger  cudnt  resiss,  weder  his  sole  was  in  jepardy 
or  not.  Dat  shoze  de  dififrence  an  de  speariority  atwii  ciilor  an  no  culor- a  speariority  dat 
some  wite  men  can  see,  but  dont  hab  de  morul  curage  to  stand  up  manfully  an  acnolidge  it. 

Woe  unto  your  publicuns  and  sinners !  De  day  ob  wraff  wil  cum  as  shuly  as  de  Forf  ob 
july.  De  eyes  ob  all  mankine,  an  woman  kine  too,  am  pon  you,  and  wen  you  am  seakin  to  be 
lected  to  sum  offs  nex  Octem  dar  will  be  no  mo'  chance  for  you  to  run  in,  den  dar  am  to  cheet 
ole  Belzybub  out  ob  wot  railley  am  his  own,  wen  you  am  boff  boddy  an  soles  as  ded  kokes  in 
de  pit,  as  you  have  ben  ded  beets  in  kongriss.  De  best  ting  dat  you  can  do,  for  yoursefs  an 
de  community,  am  for  you  all  to  emmygrait  to  Lasky,  or  some  desart  ilean,  an  dar  skin  each 
oder  until  der  aint  enuff  leb  ob  you  to  feed  a  sick  crow. 

My  brudrin,  now  lef  me  warn  you  not  to  folio  de  cussid  egsample  ob  dose  fishul  pilergers 
ob  de  public  xcheker.  Leabe  it  to  de  wite  trash  to  do  dat,  for  de  suner  dey  am  turrowly  and 
teetotaly  demorulized  de  ezier  will  it  for  honess  culor  to  assoom  de  ranes  ob  gubment;  an  wen 
any  ob  you  condesend  to  go  to  kongriss,  recomember  dat  you  am  not  sent  dar  to  make  your- 
sef  a  tief,  and  steel  for  yoursefs  or  for  any  ob  de  rings,  but  to  make  lors  for  de  kentry  dat  will 
make  de  people  honiss,  and  will  not  set  an  egsample  to  make  us  a  nashun  ob  liars  an  robbers. 

May  the  lor'  forgib  all  de  sins  ob  culud  men.andspeshally  for  habinadedto  elec  de  Colfax- 
harlum-pattysummorrul-butler  tribe  to  seets  in  congriss;  an  not  only  dem  dot  woted  for  de 
big  grab,  but  also  dem  dat  divyed  wid  dem.  for  as  I  sed  afo  de  receiber  am  fooly  as  bad  as  de 
tief,  ony  day  hadnt  de  curage  to  wote  for  de  steel. 

And  now,  ray  brudrin,  in  odor  to  perwent  youm  pasture  from  gwine  into  bankrupsy,  and 
bringin  discredit  pon  de  sinnergog,  I  will  cal  pon  Perfessur  Cissero  Cato  Cool  to  put  de  hat  in 
moshun,  while  the  Africum  Meddlesum  Club  enlibenus  wid  sum  ob  dar  selec  slams  and  hymea. 
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OB  ANT  ODER  MAN's  DOG,  BY  H.  W.  EGAN. 

Ladies  an'  Gemmans:  Actuating  in  concordance  to  de  imanimous  call  of  de  Weekawkea 
Big  Beet  and  Squash  Society,  I  appears  afore  you  here  immediately  on  dis  suspicious  occasion; 
and  I  shall,  in  propitiousness  of  de  invitation,  proceed  to  undress  you  on  de  subject  of— of— 
of — any  oder  man,  or  any  oder  man's  dog. 

My  sweet  tulips,  look  at  de  confuscated  state  of  our  internal  affairs;  ain't  ebery  ting  gittin* 
obtusionary,  since  Jefferson  Davis  sold  himself  to  old  Beelzebub,  and  raised  de  second-hand 
shirt-tail  wid  dat  "single  star"  on  it  to  de  breezes  of  Skeseshiondom  on  de  heights  of  Fort 
Slumpter,  eh?  ow  !  aha?  Of  course,  dat  shows  at  once  dat  de  jurisdicti9n  of  de  case  is  due 
to — to — to — any  oder  man,  or  any  oder  man's  dog. 

My  lively  sunflowers,  when  Richard  de  Third  landed  at  Newtown  Creek  wid  de  First 
Louisiana  Ragtagan'bobtails  what  did  he  observe  to  Aunty  Deluvian  on  de  subject  of  injy 
rubber  Bolivars  and  gutta-percha  flapjacks  ?   Why,  he  remarked  to  Mary  Land,  dat — if 

He  dat  would  thrive. 
Must  rise  at  five — 

den,  of  course,  it  stood  to  reason  an'  so  forth,  and  so  or,  dat  de  question  should  be  decided  by 
— by — any  oder  man,  or — or — any  oder  man's  dog. 

My  beauteous  hollyhocks,  as  Brigadier  Gilliflower  stated  in  his  last  raport  to  Captain 
Murphy  Maguire  of  de  Forty-first  regiment  of  Hoboken  Blues — 

• 

Dere  is  a  place  in  childhood 

Dat  I  remember  well; 
I  used  to  steal  de  apple-sass. 

And  mommy'd  give  me  

Hell-gate  is  on  de  Yeast  Rives,  and  so  is  any  oder  man — or— or — any  oder  man's  dog. 

My  bloomin'  turnips,  dar's  been  a  great  linkximbobbery  to-do  of  late.  "What's  de  cause, 
eh  ?  ow !  aha  !  Of  course — why,  as  I  heard  de  oder  night  at  a  polly  tickle — tickle — meeting — 
de  cause  is— dat— dat — de— or — de  reason — is — is — bekase  it  is!  hence,  why  so,  in  de  after- 
mentioned  chapter  of  Jeems,  does  it  say  it's  hard  to  buck  agin  de  brickbats?  So  am  it  hard 
for  Wendell  Phillips  to— to  marry  his  grandmother,  or — or — or  any  oder  man — or  any  oder 
man's  dog ! 

My  dead-beets,  in  de  conclusive  case,  second  person,  nomitive  gender,  pay  out,  dere  she 
blows,  etc.,  etc.,  et-set-her-eh — doesn't  it  prove  dat— Lucy  Stone,  or — or — or  any  oder  man — 
or  any  oder  man's  dog ! — 


STICK  A  PIN  DERE    BRUDDER  HORACE. 

AN  ETHIOPIAN   STUMP   SPEECH,    BY   J.  F.  POOLE. 

Fellow-heaeers  and  heareresses,  having  being  squilicitated  by  some  of  de  principal 
members  of  dat  "nine  hundred  thousand  "  to  lecture  before  you  dis  evening,  I  have  been  in- 
dustriously conglomerating  a  hypersquilateral  collection  of  approbious  and  useful  notes  and 
tings,  but,  my  beloved  woodchucks,  I  stopped  at  a  Hungarian  lager  bier  saloon,  to  recuperate 
my  culinary  physiology  wid  a  glass  of  dat  salubrious  beverage,  and  while  I  was  investigating 
de—de— consorts  of  de  institution  I  left  my  notes  and  tings  on  a  head  of  cabbage.  What  was 
de  squences?  Why,  a  gentle  maiden,  of  forty  years,  sneaked  off  cabbage,  notes,  and  all,  and 
in  less  dan  free  seconds  it  was  chopped  up  into  sour-krout,  filling  de  combustible  regions  of 
some  Dutchman's  segastric  metamophis. 

Stick  a  pin  dere,  Brudder  Horace  !  * 
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My  enligutened  skunks,  being  as  de  aforesaid  and  so  forth,  henceforward,  now  and  for- 
ever after  hold  your  peace,  Sweet  Annie  of  de  Vale,  and  so  on,  in  de  special  words  of  de  acts 
of  de  portholes,  having  lost  de  notes  and  tings,  I  have  to  accept  de  apology  of  my  extinguished 
friend  de  member  from  Squeedunck,  and  spoke  about  oder  tings,  as  Cashus  M.  Klay  observed 
to  de  Chicago  platform  scales  at  de  African  Hen  Convention. 

IStick  a  pin  dere,  Brudder  Horace  ! 

Now,  my  unmitigated  contortionists,  am  dere  a  man — I  say,  am  dere  a  man,  widin  de 
prestinks  of  de  sound  of  my  proboscis,  dat  can  tell  de  difference  beeween  de  legitimate,  ante- 
diluvian peculiarities  of  Egyptian  rhinosohoss  and  de  teresstial  geometry  of  Jeans  Buchanan. 
If  dere  am  such  a  man,  let  him  stand  forward  to  do  rear,  and,  like  Komeo  u,nd  Giblets  at  de 
raising  of  de  North  Pole,  I  will  susclaim,  in  de  words  of  Fernando  Woodcock, 

"  Greeley  on  de  wood  pile. 
And  nigger  on  de  fence. " 

Stick  a  pin  dere,  Brudder  Horace  ! 

My  ungrateiul  bummers.  When  Kit  Carson  drove  his  apple-cart  across  de  Alps  on  his 
way  to  de  ever  efl&uverous  stickamores  of  Jerusalem,  for  de  purpose  of  planting  Brigham 
Young  in  Salt  River,  does  you  suppose  dat  if  Monitor  had  built  de  Ericson,  dat  de  Peruvians 
would  ever  have  gained  entrance  to  de  fore  and  aft  steamer  Mayflower,  when  it  took  de  pil- 
grimages and  deir  families  across  de  desert  plains  of  New  Jersey,  and  landed  dem  safe  in 
Go wanus  Creek ?  Certainly  not;  for,  as  Games  Jordan  Bennet  exclaimed  when  he  attacked 
John  L.  Sullivan's  masked  battery, 

On  doughnuts  now  dey're  placed  de  taxes. 
Two  cents  a-piece  is  de  price  dey  axes. 

Brudder  Horace,  stick  a  pin  dere  ! 

Now  my  insignificant  mud  turtles,  unaccustomed  as  I  am  to  public  speaking,  considering 
de  delinquincies  of  de  administrative  verbocity,  suppose  dat  Oliver  Columbus  instead  of  taking 
dehoss-cars  for  Keokuk  to  meet  Christopher  Cromwell  had  stopped  at  Delmonico's  to  have  a 
chat  with  John  Brown's  body,  as  he  stood  dere  wid  his  pet  lambs  strapped  upon  his  back, 
waiting  for  his  knapsack  to  meet  him  on  de  way;  does  you  suppose  dat  he'd  been  in  time  to 
place  his  pocket-book  under  the  eye  of  Captain  Williams,  dereby  and  moreover,  also  likewise 
at  de  same  time  and  place  as  aforesaid,  in  de  previous  instance,  causing  Joht  Kity  Porter,  to 
retreat  from  Police  headquarters,  losing  de  battle  of  Waterloo,  and  saving  Jersey  City  and 
Hoboken  from  de  mosquito  brigade  !  Never !  In  thunder-tones  of  highfalutin  magnitude 
methinks  me  hears  de  woice  of  Stonewall  Jackstones  cry  aloud  from  de  placid  interior  of 
Blackwell's  Island. 

Brudder  Horace,  stick  a  pin  dere  ! 

My  insurgent  coons,  when  Bill  Tweed  laid  the  corner  stone  of  de  Central  Park,  in  de  year 
eighteen  hundred  and  sixty-one  and  a  half,  wid  a  pickaxe  in  his  right  hand,  a  shovel  in  his 
left  hand  and  a  tousand  of  brick  in  de  oder,  now  if,  in  de  course  of  inhuman  events,  de  geo- 
graphiscal  intermission  of  de  influenza  coming  in  intercollision  wid  de  animal  biography  of  de 
diagnoses  of  de  interregnum  was  to  debilitate  on  de  capillary  system  of  de  Moravian  anthro- 
pophagus,  what  would  be  de  effect  of  de  undersigned  conflagration  on  de  caloric  pressure  of 
de  incipient  constellation  ?  Why  dere's  no  knowing,  but,  my  disgusted  crocadiles,  if  if  should 
ever  come  to  eventuate,  den  its  farewell,  ye  black  ass  cavalry,  or  any  oder  man.  In  de  words 
of  my  worser  half,  my  gentle  bulldogs, 

"  Good-night,  sweet  repose. 
Half  the  bed  and  all  the  clothes." 


Brudder  Horace,  stick  a  pin  dere  ! 
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DAB'S  NO  DISCOUNT  ON  DAT. 

A  STUMP  SPEECH  ON  THE  TIMES  AND  THINGS,  BT  J.  F.  POOLE. 

Feller  Citizens  !  and  citizenesses,  at  de  especial  consideration  of  an  antedeluvian  com- 
mittee  of  de  aristocracy  of  Weehawken,  w.ilh  a  consideration  of  Wall  Street  bullers,  misce- 
genators,  and  oder  catfish  from  Fifth  Avenue,  Central  Park,  Sandy  Gibson's,  and  de  Guano 
Islands,  I'm  going  to  lecture  dis  exening  on  de  circulated  encyclopedia  of  greenbacks,  non- 
intercumvention,  de  law,  or  any  oder  nuisance.    Dar's  no  discount  on  dat. 

In  the  fustly  place,  second  position,  third  claws,  section  de  fifteenthly:  Let  us  take  a 
stupendous  contamination  of  dis  eventful  period.  Now  I  want  to  ax  you  all  a  solemn  ques- 
tion which  am  in  de  words  of  Miss  Cora  Ann  Dickinson  Hatch: 

What's  become  of  all  de  silver  species?  Whar  am  all  de  silver  twenty-five-cent  pieces 
what  we  used  to  have?  I  guess  dey  become  disgusted  wid  de  shoddy  speculators  and  went 
ober  to  Englum.  Dar  a'n't  none  around,  and  dar  ought  to  be  lots  ob  'em.  Kase  don't  you 
read  in  all  de  papers  about  all  de  two-shillin'  pieces  we  are  gittin'  from  de  rebels?  Of  course 
you  does.  I  see  dat  dis  point  am  too  much  contused  for  to  penetrate  the  interior  of  your 
phreenologics,  so  I'sc  goin'  to  explain  de  problem  to  you.  Don't  you  know  dat  whenever  de 
Uncle  Sam  eojers  wake  up,  do  rebels  hab  to  give  up  their  quabtees?  Dar's  no  discount  on  dat. 
Now,  what  becomes  of 'em?  Why,  dey  turn  dem  into  contrabans,  and  den  confiscate  'em, 
and  dar's  no  discount  on  dat.  Ahem  !  Now,  den,  to  take  a  oblike  view  of  de  twenty-lebenth 
section  ob  de  interior  ob  de  finis,  just  elevate  your  ocular  delusions,  and  rest  your  gaze 
on  de  battle-field  of  Fort  Donelson.  Our  sojers  had  a  pretty  hard  time  ob  it  dar.  Kase  why? 
dey  had  no  nice  fedder  beds  to  sleep  on;  but  Jeff  Davis  was  off  after  de  fight,  kase  he  had 
lost  his  Pillow.  Dar's  no  discount  on  dat.  Now,  dar's  Mr.  Floyd:  I'd  like  to  know  what's  de 
reason  dat  eberybody  blames  him.  What's  de  use  ob  blamin  him  for  gittin  out  ob  de  place? 
dat  wasn't  bis  fault,  kase  he'd  been  stealin'  all  his  life,  and  when  he  couldn't  steal  any  more 
guns  or  manuation  or  nuSin  else,  he  kinder  thought  he'd  steal  away.  But  he  didn't  git  away 
until  he  got  a  foot  in  his  rear-battery.  I  guess  he  thought  dat  it  was  a  bomb-shell.  Dar's  no 
discount  on  dat.  Nextly,  to  de  next  place,  in  de  eightj^-six  section  ob  de  lobster  claws,  just 
roll  your  mental  visionaries  ober  de  oder  side,  and  take  a  squint  at  Englum,  with  their  no- 
mix-in-to-get-walloped  pole-i-see.  Dar  was  de  steamboat  called  de  Smashville,  dat  burnt  up 
de  Slasher,  and  dar  was  also  likewise  de  Tuskyroarer,  a  layin'  low  for  her;  and,  I  golly,  if  ever 
dey'd  got  their  tusks  on  dat  ar  boat,  dey'd  got  chawed  up  a  little,  and  dat's  no  discount  on  dat. 
I'll  just 'splain  to  you  why  de  Tusky  didn't  go  for  to  take  it:  kase  Massa  A-blinkum  writ  a 
letter-de-cash-it-ob  mark,  and  told  'em  not  to  bother  wid  de  Smashville  ober  dar,  kase  we  got 
de  Smashville  here.  Yes,  and  we  got  de  Smash  vilyans  too,  and  dar's  no  discount  on  dat.  Now, 
my  benighted  heathens,  we'll  just  dive  into  de  eighty-fust  diagnosticus  ob  de  double  rule  of 
free.  Now,  frinstance,  suppose  dat  de  f urrin  nashuns  was  to  send  a  big  fleet  of  ships  ober 
here  for  to  settle  de  hash.  Some  folks  think  dat  dey  could  come  right  into  de  harbor  and  take 
de  city  ob  New  York  away  wid  'em.  I  golly!  I  think  they'd  find  themselves  a  little  took  in  dat 
time:  kase  wouldn't  we  cut  down  all  de  hills  on  de  Staten  Island,  and  take  de  dirt  to  fill  up  de 
Narrows?  den  their  boats  couldn't  get  in.  Whar  de  water  is,  we  would  make  land,  but  whar 
de  land  is,  dey  couldn't  make  water;  and  dar's  no  discount  on  dat.  To  conclude  conclusively 
for  de  conclusion  in  the  last  place,  my  feller-inebriates,  I'se  a-goin'  to  conclude  nry  speech  by 
tellin'  you  a  few  facts.  Now  dat  de  con-jeff-davis-ary  find  dat  dey  can't  mix  in  wid  de  you- 
rope-in  governments,  what  am  dey  goin'  to  do?  Why,  dey'd  better  rope  in  wid  us,  and  we'll 
gib  'em  all  de  hemp  rope  dey  want.  Jeff  Davis  and  Bougard  are  on  good  terms,  and  I  think 
dey  would  hang  well  together.  Shirt-collars  am  skurse  down  Souf,  but  we'll  give  'em  chokers, 
and  dar's  no  discount  on  dat.  And  I  would  also  state  dat  you  have  got  your  money's  worth; 
ao  I  bid  you  good  ebenin',  and  dar's  no  discount  on  dat. 


*0IIAT0EY. 

*  An  Elegant  Oration  Delivered  by  the  African  Demosthenes,  Hughey  Dougherty,  with  great  success. 

Ladies  AND  Gentlemen:  In  my  lecture  this  evening  on  the  great  and  interesting  subject 
of  Oratory,  I  will  first  consider  the  derivation  of  the  word.     Some  authorities  assert  that  the 
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■word  is  oi  ancient  origin.  They  say  that  Demosthenes  was  an  orator,  and  the  Roscoe  Conk- 
ling  of  ancient  Rome.  Mr.  Cicero  was  an  orator,  but  how  much  his  sister  owed  neither  Cicero 
or  any  one  else  informs  us.  In  spite  of  these  apparently  reliably  proofs  as  to  the  antiquity  of 
the  word,    hereby  assert  and  can  prove  that  it  is  of  modern  origin. 

When  a  band  of  a  few  struggling  men — the  little  patriots  who  built  the  strong  and  lasting 
foundation  on  which  the  great  and  glorious  temple  of  American  liberty  stands — our  country 
■comprised  tllree  distinct  classes:  The  first  consisting  of  the  hardy  yeomen,  who  resolved  te 
■cast  off  the  snackles  that  yoked  them  to  the  tyrannical  rule  of  old  England;  then  there  was  the 
British  soldier,  who  was  paid  to  crush  the  young  American  eagle,  who  at  the  time  was  strug- 
gling to  flap  kis  wings  and  breathe  the  pure  air  of  freedom;  then  there  was  the  Tory — a  man 
who  secretly;  sympathized  or  openly  aided  to  suppress  the  good  cause  for  which  the  great 
Washington  fought  and  won.  So  you  see  a  man  had  to  be  either  a  patriot,  a  British  soldier,  or 
a  Tory— henei  the  derivation  of  the  word  oratory. 

Now  there  are  several  kinds  of  orators:  there  is  the  religious,  the  political,  and  the  femin- 
ine orator.  The  religious  orator  talks  from  the  pulpit.  He  calls  Bob  Ingersoll  a  lawyer  by 
saying  there  is  a  place  reserved  for  wicked  sinners  where  the  thermometer  rises  above  390°  in 
the  shade.  The  religious  orator  uses  his  oratorical  powers  very  oratorically  when  their  old 
man  is  out  of  town.  The  religious  orator,  as  in  the  case  of  Talmage,  may  talk  against  the  stage 
and  still  be  a  clown.  He  can  turn  rhetorical  somersaults  in  his  pulpit,  and  not  be  called  a 
vulgar  song-and-dance  man.  The  religious  orator  can,  as  in  the  case  of  Henry  Ward  Beecher, 
say  a  poor  man  can  live  on  bread  and  water,  when  whisky  and  water  would  be  preferred.  The 
religious  orator — if  he  gets  paid  for  it — can  prove  how  a  millionaire  can  drive  a  four-in-hand 
through  the  eye  of  a  needle,  while  the  poor  starving  tramp  must  trudge  along  the  road  that 
leads  to  dog-garnation  and  be  chewed  up  by  every  bull-dog  he  meets  on  the  way. 

The  political  orator  is  the  boss.  He  can  show  you  how  if  you  don't  elect  him  dog-catcher, 
all  the  Spitz  poodles  and  yellow  dogs  will  become  so  indignant  that  they  won't  wait  till  July, 
biit  get  mad  in  January.  The  political  orator  can  have  one  hand  on  the  public  purse,  and 
with  the  other  he'll  swear  he  was  an  honester  man  than  George  Washington's  little  hatchet. 
The  political  orator  wants  to  be  appointed  on  the  Committee  of  Ways  and  Means.  He  knows 
the  way  to  steal  and  is  mean  enough  to  do  it.  The  political  orator  goes  to  Congress  when  he 
ought  to  go  to  jail.  The  political  orator  will  give  yoii  a  bad  trade  dollar  to  vote  for  him  for 
judge,  and  after  he  is  elected  give  you  five  years  for  trying  to  pass  counterfeit  money.  The 
political  orator  can  talk  for  a  week  and  say  nothing  that  is  true.  In  conclusion  the  political 
-orator  is  an  oratos  whose  oratory  is  used  for  the  man  who  is  willing  to  pay  most  for  it. 

Now,  as  far  as  I  can  do  justice  to  such  a  great  subject,  I  will  try  to  describe  the  feminine 
orator. 

The  feminine  orator  wears  curls;  whether  they  are  her's  or  some  one  else's  the  man  she 
"bought  them  of  can  tell.  The  feminine  orator  is  generally  an  old  maid ;  that  is,  when  she 
■oratorizes  in  public.  In  private  life  she  may  be  a  wife  or  mother-in-law.  If  you  want  to 
hear  a  good  talk-as-you-please-and-never-listen  orator,  get  telephone  communication  with  my 
house  when  my  wife  meets  me  with  a  club  after  being  down  to  the  cluh.  My  wife  is  a  very 
-striking  orator.  Her  remarks  are  always  sure  to  strike  me,  because  she  emphasizes  them  by 
hitting  me  with  a  brick. 

She  commences  by  sardonically  smiling,  because  I  happened  to  smile  at  a  whisky  sour. 

She  says  she'll  go  home  to  her  ma,  and  iDecause  I  tell  her  to  go  she  gets  mad. 

I  tell  her  I've  been  to  the  lodge,  and  she  says  she's  going  to  lodge  a  complaint  against  me 
at  the  court  next  morning.  She  says  she'll  ask  for  a  divorce.  I  ain't  hoggish,  so  I  tell  her  I'll 
•give  her  one  without  asking.  Then  she  commences  to  talk,  and  she  skips  away  at  the  rate  of 
three  hundred  words  a  minute  for  four  hours  after  I've  got  to  sleep.  Next  morning  she  com- 
mences again,  but  I  interrupt  the  debate  by  adjourning  for  a  cocktail. 

Having  thus  considered  the  different  kinds  of  oratory,  I  will  now  briefly  consider  what 
our  orators  have  to  discuss: 

They  tell  us  ever  since  Boss  crossed  the  Tweed  Tammany  has  been  in  a  haul.  They  are 
Tight ;  Tammany  always  believes  in  making,  and  all  the  fat  fish  of  the  political  sea  are  scooped 
in  by  the  Tammany  net.    That's  Hall  right. 

Now,  the  trustees  of  the  Brooklyn  Bridge  have  spent  $15,000,000  of  the  public  funds;  still 
I  consider  them  nothing  but  common  beggars.  Don't  they  ask  a  penny  of  every  one  that 
•crosses  the  bridge  ?    Ahd  as  a  member  of  tho  New  Jersey  Tramps'  Protective  Association  I 
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protest  against  this  one-cent  fare,  and  I  say  it  ain't/air/  for  those  poor  impecunious  pedes- 
trians will  have  to  pay  it  or  swim. 

I  see  by  the  fashion  intelligence  of  the  Police  Gazellebcdl,  Vanderbilt  gave  a  ball  that  cost 
him  $50,000. 

Now  I  consider  that  foolish.  The  idea  of  paying  fifty  thousand  trade  dollars  with  holes 
in  them  for  a  ball  !  I  got  an  elegant  ball  this  morning,  and  it  onli/  cost  me  ten  cents. 

Then  they  want  $20,000,000  of  the  people's  menory  to  built  a  new  acqneduct.  The 
whisky  is  plenty,  and  water  is  scarce.  I  consider  that  a  very  dry  argument.  If  the  citizen* 
of  this — the  great  metropolis  of  New  York— want  plenty  of  water,  why  don'tthey  buy  milk,  or 
else  go  down  to  Wall  Street  and  ask  them  to  give  some  of  the  '^t'ater  out  of  the  watered  stock. 

Now  I  see  by  perusing  the  Iloboken  Bladder  they  refused  Jay  Gould  admission  to  the 
Eastern  Yacht  Club.  They  said  he  was  a  Jay.  If  he  was  such  a  Jay  how  did  he  get  all  the 
Gould  ? 

To  become  imaginative,  I  will  travel  in  the  realms  of  Fancy  and  look  at  the  present  con- 
dition of  Europe. 

Prussia  is  watching  Austria;  England  is  watching  Prussia;  Russia  is  jealously  guarding 
her  Eastern  possessions  from  the  rapacious  hands  of  perfidious  Albion;  France  is  watching 
England;  and  America  is  watching  them  all. 

I  see  there  is  a  war  on  the  Turkish  borders,  and  they  have  to  go  through  Greece  to  get 
Turkey.  That's  right.  You  always  have  to  go  through  Greece  to  get  to  Turkey,  though 
Turkey  is  something  I  know  very  little  about.  Around  at  our  boarding-house  we  only  have 
turkey  but  once  a  year,  and  that's  at  Christmas.  Then  we  got  to  go  out  the  night  before  and. 
raffle  for  it— no  luck  no  turk. 

Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  have  said  enough.  I  am  now  too  full  for  utterance;  that  last 
milk-punch  knocked  me  out.  Still  before  I  go  I  would  like  to  ask — I  repeat  it,  I  would  like  to 
ask — yes,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  I'd  like  to  ask — you  to  have  a  drink— but  I've  been  waiting, 
for  you  to  ask  me.  {Etit.) 


TIMES  AND  THINGS  IN  GENERAL. 

DELIVEKED  BY  ADD  ETMAN. 

Fellow-Republicans  and  Fellow-Suffeeees:  I  am  a  plain  and  honest  man,  born  at  an 
early  period  of  my  existence.  I  have  struggled  from  the  obscurity  to  which  an  unlucky  star 
had  doomed  me,  till  I  have  risen,  like  a  bright  exhalation  in  the  evening,  to  the  summit  of 
human  greatness  and  grandeur.  Gentlemen,  I  profess  no  principles  -unfortunately,  I  have 
none.  On  the  unhappy  occasion  of  my  birth,  a  dismal  and  melancholy  man,  clothed  in  the 
sombre  hues  of  mourning  swapped  me  for  another  baby,  and  subsequently  lost  me  at  a  raffle. 
Sad  event!  But  who  can  control  his  fate?  We  are  the  creatures  of  destiny — '  there  is  a  divin- 
ity that  shapes  our  ends,  rough  hew  them  how  we  will." 

I  was  intended  by  Nature  for  a  great  statesman.  Had  I  lived  in  the  days  of  Hannibal,  I 
should  have  beaten  that  great  chieftain  in  crossing  the  Alps;  and  it  is  a  dead  certain  thing  that 
I  could  have  distanced  Cortez  in  crossing  the  Isthmus.  He  never  performed  the  feats  I  have 
did;  he  never  came  up  the  Chagres  river  in  a  canoe,  with  a  deaf  and  dumb  "  hombre, ''without 
a  red  cent,  or  a  change  of  summer  apparel.  "But  a  light  heart  and  a  thin  pair  of  breeches 
goes  merrily  through  the  world." 

Sir,  every  man  who  has  come  here  is  a  Columbus.  He  comes  here  to  discover  new  dig- 
gin's.  I  am  a  Columbus.  I  was  dead  broke  at  home  as  Columbus  was,  and  I  have  come  here 
to  strike  a  new  vein.  But  I  am  not  going  to  the  mines.  Oh,  no  !  Yon  don't  catch  me  up  to 
my  waist  in  ice  water  with  a  juvenile  pickax  and  an  incipient  crowbar,  laboring  under  a  stin  of 
one  hundred  degrees  in  the  shade,  to  dig  out  filthy  lucre.  No,  sir  !  I  am  not  on  that  laj'.  I 
hate  labor  ;  it  was  an  invention  to  vex  mankind.  I  prefer  an  office;  one  that  is  lucrative  and 
not  laborious  -  what  you  call  a  sinecure;  and  if  I  cannot  get  one  myself,  I  will  go  in  for  any 
man  who  will  divide  on  'the  dead  level  and  no  splits.  Sir,  where  will  you  find  a  glorious 
country  like  this  ?  Talk  not  of  the  Oriental  gorgeousness  of  Eastern  countries.  '  Tell  us  not 
of  the  fairy  scenes  which  poets,  who  revel  in  the  great  warm  bath  of  heavenly  imaginations, 
paint  with  golden  pens  on  leaves  of  satin.     The  description  of  this  beautiful  country  should 
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he  writteii  with  the  golden  wandof  an  angel  dipped  in  the  softest  rays  of  a  sunbeam,  upon  the 
blushing  aiid  delicate  surface  of  a  rose  leaf.  Excuse  me,  gentlemen,  I  except  only  the  rainj 
season  andithe  time  when  the  dust  flies.  We  love  our  native  land,  we  honor  her  flag — and 
would  rob  ier  custom  house  if  we  had  a  fair  show.  But  Congress  must  not  put  on  airs,  or 
we'll  take  charge  of  the  custom  house  and  post  office,  and  make  a  muss  generally.  Them's 
my  sentimeftts,  feller  convicts,  and  I  don't  keer  a  darn  who  knows  'em. 


Ladies  and  Gentlemen;  Asa  prominent  and  influential  member  of  the  Young  Men's 
TJnchristian  Astociation,  that  holds  its  sessions  within  the  sacred  precints  of  that  elegant  tem- 
ple of  historic  alt  presided  over  by  Harry  Hill,  Esq.,  I  take  the  stage  for  my  pulpit,  and  will 
preach  on  the  interesting  subject  of  Polygamy. 

Polygamy,  or,  as  some  of  the  less  enlightened  than  myself  call  it,  Mormonism,  is  a  sort 
■of  a  go-as-you-please  business  in  wives.  The  husband  goes  as  he  pleases  as  to  the  number  of 
partners  he  takes,  while  the  wives  go  as  they  please  in  regard  to  slinging  him  around  if,  after 
n  midnight  session  of  his  lodge,  he  tries  to  take  of£  his  boots,  with  a  watch-key  and  wind  up 
his  chronometer  with  a  boot-jack. 

As  the  name  suggests.  Polygamy  was  first  instituted  by  an  old  lady  who  lived'in  Hoboken, 
New  Jersey,  several  centuries  before  the  flood. 

This  old  lady,  whose  front  name  was  Polly,  had,  according  to  tradition,  three  hundred 
and  sixty-five  husbands— that  is,  one  for  every  day  in  the  year.  This  ancient  female,  who 
looked  like  a  member  of  the  Broadway  squad  in  feminine  apparel,  was  able  for  them  all. 
Hence  the  expression  Polly  is  gamey.  The  two  words  Polly  and  gamey  being  united,  and  an  I 
and  e  ommitted,  formed  Polygamy,  or  a  plurality  of  husbands. 

In  these  days  husbands  supported  their  wives,  so,  as  may  be  imagined,  the  lady  had  what 
in  the  slang  of  the  day  is  called  great  graft. 

But  as  the  Latin  proverb  goes  tempores  mutantur  (times  have  changed).  The  husband  is 
supposed  to  be  supported  by  his  wife,  as  there  are  more  hard-working  and  harder-talking 
women  than  men  in  this  mundane  planet  that  is  known  to  astronomical  science  as  the  world. 
So  Polygamy  has  changed  her  sex,  and  is  a  man  instead  of  a  lineal  descendant  of  the  rib  of 
Grandfather  Adam,  who  was  so  fond  of  eating  green  apples.  Mother  Eve. 

In  my  last  message  to  Congress— sent  in  my  capacity  as  presiding  officer  of  the  Bad  Actor's 
Association — I  recommended  that  Congress  should  allow  Polygamj'  to  exist.  I  urged  with  a 
cogency  of  reasoning  and  the  overpowering  eloquence  of  a  New  York  alderman  that  this  refuge 
for  the  iinsought  for  wall-flowers  of  feminine  humanity  should  be  allowed  to  bloom. 

Says  I,  Look  at  our  great  manufacturing  towns,  where  the  proportion  of  bangs  to  side 
whiskers  is  seven  to  one. 

Women  long  for  the  companion  of  some  free  souled,  brave-hearted  man  who  will  spend 
ten  of  the  nine  dollars  a  week  that  he  earns  for  a  new  spring  suit,  in  order  that  his  beloved 
wife  may  look  sublimely,  iesthetically,  utterly  too-too  when  the  minister  goes  on  his  pastoral 
rounds,  wlien  the  husband,  who  pays  for  a  front  pew  and  puts  a  collar  button  in  the  collection 
box,  is  not  at  home. 

The  free  and  enlightened  press  of  our  country  have  been  full  of  the  exploits  and  adven- 
tures of  a  fellow  named  Marvin,  who  got  seven  years  for  having  seven  wives. 

Now  if  I  was  the  judge,  and  the  enlightened  jury  that  decided  upon  his  case,  I'd  make 
him  a  member  of  the  Humane  Society,  and  vote  him  a  gold  medal  for  saving  seven  other  men's 
lives. 

Speaking  from  experience,  one  wife,  with  a  shoulder-hitting  mother-in-law  thrown  in,  is 
more  than  enough  for  the  ordinarj^  man.  So  I  think  that  a  fellow  who  can  stand  seven — even 
leaving  the  mother-in-laws  out — deserves  a  monument  as  being  one  of  the  most  illustrious  and 
long-suffering  heroes  of  the  age. 

Although  enjoying  the  honors  and  emoluments  of  many  high  offices— the  gifts  of  my 
■grateful  fellow-countrymen— I  must  say  that  Overseer  of  the  Mormon  Harems  at  Salt  Lak» 
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City  was  one  of  the  softest  snaps  I  ever  had.  The  duties,  though  arduous,  were  pleasant  and 
congenial  to  my  lofty  and  aspiring  soul. 

The  Mormon  territory  was  divided  into'districts,  and  the  overseer's  business  was  to  make 
a  round  of  his  district  and  make  a  report  of  the  financial,  conjugal,  and  moral  condition  of  the 
wives  of  each  Mormon  elder  to  the  bishop,  the  bishop  bearing  the  same  relations  to  the  Mor- 
mons as  the  Emperor  of  Russia  does  to  his  subjects.  There  were  several  fines  aad  penalties, 
imposed  by  the  code  of  laws  governing  Mormondon  that  were  strictly  carried  out.  / 

Thus,  a  Mormon  having  two  hundred  wives  was  obliged  to  chirp  the  chin  and  kiss  each 
individually,  both  ugly  and  handsome,  at  least  four  times  a  week. 

Of  course  when  a  Mormon  elder  had  reached  the  age  when  kissing  was  no  longer  a  thing; 
of  joy,  he  would  be  apt  to  shirk  it  as  a  disagreeable  duty  that  senility  rendered  Him  unable  to 
perform. 

Then  it  was  my  duty  either  to  kiss  the  lady  ten  times  for  each  and  every  ommission  on  the 
part  of  the  elder,  or  report  him  to  the  bishop,  when  a  fine  of  ten  dollars  was  imposed  for  every 
violation  of  the  law. 

If  the  elder  was  poor  and  the  ladies  were  handsome  I  took  the  fine  out  in  kissing,  and  thus- 
made  myself  deservedly  popular  with  the  Mormons  of  both  sexes. 

So  when  the  ofiQce  of  Connubial  General  was  made  vacant  by  the  death  of  the  original 
holder,  I  was  unanimously  appointed  to  the  place.  I  received  a  fee  of  onedollar  per  head  for 
every  female  that  was  bound  in  the  matrimonial  coil  within  the  precincts  of  Mormondon. 

Although  I  only  held  the  office  for  six  weeks,  I  received  four  hundred  and  fifty-four 
thousand,  eight  hundred  and  fifty-four  dollars  and  fifteen  cents.  The  fifteen  cents  was  re- 
ceived from  a  grass  widow  who  had  been  married  to  the  same  husband  seven  times.  From 
these  brief  and  interesting  statistics,  you  can  judge  of  the  state  of  the  matrimonial  market  in. 
Utah. 

But  although  a  strict  churchman,  I've  come  to  the  conclusion  to  revive  the  thousand-and- 
one  wife  the  story  of  old  King  Solomon.  For  I  long  to  be  the  pillar  of  Salt  Lake  City,  and  my 
idea  of  wives  is  Lots. 


SPEECH  OF  A  EETIEED  BOOK  AGENT,  OF  BOOKAGENTVILLE. 

B.    WAXLEE  S.  MUEPHT. 

Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  Fellow  Citizens,  Members  oiP  this  Geeat  AND  Gloeiotts  Repub- 
lic : — I  stand  before  you  now  with  a  view  to  enlist  your  sympathy  in  the  cause  of  those  cour- 
ageous and  most  persecuted  of  men — book-agents.  Doubtless  before  I  have  finished  you  will, 
one  and  all,  evince  a  strong  desire  to  present  me  with  a  house  [one  brick  at  a  time],  in  which 
case  the  morrow's  sun  may  find  me  "where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling  and  the  weary 
are  at  rest;"  but  yet  I  will  proceed,  with  a  determination  worthy  of  a — book-agent.  Ladies  and 
gentlemen,  I  challenge  the  world,  Bob  Ingersoll  included,  to  produce  a  class  of  men  possess- 
ing more  courage,  philology,  resolution,  determination,  gesticulation  or  toleration  than  book- 
agents.  Don't  talk  to  me  of  the  dangers  that  attend  the  pursuits  of  the  engineer,  the  seaman, 
the  ganger.  Has  not  the  book-agent  to  look  ahead  for  his  danger  signals?  Who  would  com- 
pare the  destruction  of  a  railroad  train  through  the  negligence  of  the  engineer  in  not  looking 
ahead,  to  the  loss  of  life  and  bloodshed  that  must  surely  follow,  through  the  negligence  of  the 
book-agent  in  not  shutting  ofE  steam  when  he  sees  before  him  a  sign,  reading  as  follows: 
"Book-agents,  beware.  Our  bouncing  machine  goes  by  steam."  And,  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
,  compare  the  account  that  we  recently  read  of  the  seaman  who  clung  five  days  to  a  spar  in  the 
:  middle  of  the  ocean,  surrounded  by  sharks — those  ferociotis  monsters  of  the  deep — ready  to 
tear  him  from  limb  to  limb  when  his  exhausted  strength  should  give  way,  to  the  unsophisti- 
cated book-agent  who  was  pitched  out  of  a  five  story  window  by  an  irate  Celtic  gentleman,  with 
whom  he  had  conversed  for  seven  hours,  and  who  only  saved  himself  from  a  terrible  death  by 
clinging  at  a  clothes  line  as  he  fell  and  hanging  there  by  his  eyebrows  for  another  seven  hours, 
surroiinded  by  Jersey  musquitoes,  one  hundred  and  twenty-five  feet  above  terra  firma.  For 
the  benefit  of  these  present  who  have  never  studied  Chinese,  I  may  remark  that  terra  jirma 
signifies  in  United  States,  Mott  Street.    Compare  the  ganger,  who  for  ninety  years  had  been. 
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living  on  tick,  tick,  till  the  bar-tender  slugged  him  with  a  brick,  brick,  to  the  book-agent. 
With  what  rapturous  feelings  of  joy  does  the  gauger  listen  to  the  stale  lager  dripping  into  the 
tomato  can  that  accompanies  him  in  his  daily  travels.  So  does  the  heart  of  the  book-agent 
throb  with  joy  as  some  kind-hearted  gentleman,  who  has  been  buzzed  from  early  morn  even, 
until  the  noonday  hour,  shells  out  a  dime  and  faintly  whispers :  "  Here's  the  price  of  a  drink. 
For  Heavea's  sake,  git !"  And  he  immediately  gits.  So,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  considering 
these  facts,  in  conclusion  I  may  say,  do  not  use  harsh  or  unkind  words  toward  the  poor  book- 
agent.  Use  a  club.  Remember,  perhaps,  that  seventeen  wives — or  a  wife  and  seventeen  chil- 
dren—depend  upon  him  for  their  hash.  And  that  brings  before  my  mind  a  legend  that  is 
afloat  [upon  lager]  of  a  certain  poor  book-agent  who  was  so  badly  pulverized  by  a  buck  nigger 
for  urging  him  to  buy  "Biggs  on  the  Rise  of  Black  Goods," that  when  he  returned  home  in 
the  evening  he  was  mistaken  for  a  plate  of  the  aforesaid  hash  and  devoured  by  his  family  be- 
fore he  could  exclaim  "Jack  Robinson."  So,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  now  end  with  the  words 
of  the  immortal  bard.  Shakespeare  McGuffln,  who,  when  being  laid  out  by  the  Tenth  Avenue 
gang  for  bu'sting  one  of  them  in  the  snoot,  exclaimed;  "Digfiddlequashdom."  Put  that  brick 
down,  I'm  through. 


•  TEMPERANCE  SPEECH. 

WEITTEN  AND  DELIVEBED  BY  GUS  VTOliLIAMS. 

I  VTLL  now  make  a  few  remarks  on  demperance,  I  am  no  drinkin'  man,  never  having  drank 
a  drop  of  liquor  in  my  life — dot  I  paid  for.  I  am  no  orator,  but  shall  try  to  represend  dot 
gread  demperance  orator,  John  B.  Gough,  a  man  whom  I've  ofden  been  daken  for.  Should 
I  possess  the  eloquence  of  General  Grant,  I  could  give  more  scope  to  de  subject  I  am  now 
about  to  wrestle  mit. 

Demperance  is  an  old  und  vell-vorn  subject,  but  like  a  geno  box,  ve  can  shake  it  up  und 
get  anoder  number. 

Id's  very  hard  to  approach  a  man  vat  ain'd  a  drinking;  you're  apt  to  be  met  with — "  Who- 
tole  you  I  vasn't  drinking?" — "You  mind  your  business,  und  I'll  mind  yours." — "Come  und 
take  a  ball,"  und  oder  vell-known  expressions  used  by  politicians. 

I  vas  called  upon  vonce  to  see  vone  of  de  hardest  case  of  demperance  it  has  ever  been  my 
good  fortune  to  vitness.  A  man,  who  ven  drunk  vose  de  kindest  of  husbands  ;  but  ven  sober 
he  vos  a  perfect  devil.  I  vent  to  de  house,  a  beautiful  curb-stone  front,  knocked  d  e  door  down, 
und  vent  in.  De  man  vas  dere.  I  said  to  him:  "  Vill  you  please 'give  me  a  drink  of  vater?" 
(De  firsd  dime  I  ever  dook  vater  in  my  life.)  He  said:  "  Yes,  sir ;  have  a  seat,"  pointing  to  a 
red-hot  sdove.  I  declined  to  sit,  for  various  reasons.  I  spoke  to  him  aboud  infladion,  seven 
oud,  but  I  avoided  the  subjecd  of  demperance.  At  last  I  said:  "You  have  a  vife,  I  believe?" 
He  replied:  "Yes,  sir,  de  lifth  one ;  red-headed."  I  said:  "You  love  your  vife,  don't  you?" 
He  said:  "  Veil,  id's  unnatural  to  love  a  vife  nowadays."  I  said:  "  Don'd  you  dink  of  you 
vould  sign  dis  paper,  und  go  und  get  full  vid  me  to-night,  you  could  come  home,  get  a  club, 
und  have  a  good  deal  of  fun  around  de  house?"  He  said:  "  I  vill."  I  pulled  oud  a  coby  of 
"  Good-Looking  Snow,"  I  laid  id  on  de  dable,  he  placed  his  nose  in  de  ink-bottle,  und  wrote 
his  name. 

Just  den  a  voice  came  from  anoder  room  full  of  emodion — und  beer:  "Luke  Gerlott!" 
De  man  said:  "  Come  in  mit  me,  Mr.  Whooping-cough."  I  vent  in  dere,  und  his  vife  vos  lay- 
ing on  a  bed;  she  vos  dead — drunk.  He  knelt  down  und  printed  a  kiss  on  her  forehead  in 
large  type.  She  took  his  foot  in  her  hand,  looked  up,  und  said:  "  Oh  !  Luke  is  such  a  good 
husband  ven  he's  drunk,  but  ven  sober  he's  N.  G  !"  (De  first  time  I  ever  knew  she  spoke 
Latin.)  De  man  said:  " She  says  I'm  good  !"  at  de  same  time  pulling  down  de  neck  of  his 
shirt,  and  showing  me  a  second-hand  scar.  I  said:  "Vere  you  vaccinated  dere?"  His  vife 
said:  "  I  cannot  tell  a  lie;  I  done  it  mit  a  little  hatchet." 

Of  my  lips  had  been  dry  ven  I  came  in  dere,  I  assure  you  dey  vere  vet  den,  for  I  always 
carry  de  stuff  mit  me;  but  dis  is  only  vone  case  oud  of  dwo  hundred  und  forty-dree  und  a  half, 
Tere  I  haTe  carried  my  good  work ;  I  intend  to  carry  id  all  over  de  city,  so  dot  ven  I  return  I 
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ahall  see  a  momiment  erected  to  me,  made  oud  of  dot  kind  of  marble  dot  looks  like  castile 
soap.  Of  dere  is  any  bresent  to-night  dot  vould  like  to  help  me  in  de  good  vork,  let  dem  come 
ub  to  de  bar,  und  I  shall  be  satisfied. 

*  A  Burlesque  on  John  B.  Gottgh's  Speech. 


BKUDDER  GAEDNEE'S  LECTUEE  ON  SCIENCE. 

"  My  frens,"  he  began,  "  I  has  bin  inwited  to  spoke  to  you  on  de  subjeck  of  science.  I 
has  no  doubt  dat  some  of  you  has  heard  de  word  spoken,  or  seen  it  in  print  at  some  time,  but 
how  little  de  majority  of  you  have  eber  realized  de  beauties,  de  extent,  an'  de  power  of  sci- 
ence !  Science  has  had  a  hard  struggle,  but  she  am  now  top  of  de  heap,  an'  kin  reward  her 
frens  an'  forgive  her  enemies.  How  do  we  know  dat  de  airth  revolves  on  her  axle-trees  same 
as  de  wheels  of  a  wagin?  Science  has  told  us.  How  do  we  know  how  to  cross  de  oshun? 
Science  pints  de  way.  How  do  we  know  dat  de  great  desert  of  Sa-hary  was  once  an  oshun? 
Science  has  dug  down  an'  foun'  clam-shells  and  sharks'  jaw-bones.  Widout  science  we  should 
be  a  world  widout  overcoats  in  winter  or  sody-water  in  summer.  We  would  fall  from  harvest 
apple  trees,  an'  pick  ourselves  up  widout  knowin'  wheder  grabitashun  or  agitashun  made  us 
come  down  instead  of  goin'  up.  We  should  see  de  moon,  same  as  now,  but  some  would  say  it 
was  inhabited  by  monkeys,"  an'  odders  would  have  an  ideah  dat  it  was  a  splendiferous  locality 
for  a  persimmon  grove.  De  sun  would  rise  an  sot  an'  warp  de  shingles  on  de  roofs,  but  men 
would  go  round  bluffin'  for  bets  dat  she  wasn't  fifty  miles  away  an'  was  held  in  place  by 
wires." 

Here  the  orator  paused  to  scratch  his  back  and  take  another  drink  of  cider,  and  amidst  a 
stillness  almost  solemn  he  continued: 

"  Science  has  done  much,  but  it  hasn't  done  'nuff.  It  has  giben  us  de  mariner's  compass, 
but  we  have  no  masheen-shops  whar'  bow-legged  men  kin  drap  in  on  deir  way  up  home  an' 
git  de  crook  straightened  while  dey  wait.  It  has  giben  us  steam,  but  we  still  crawl  under  de 
house  to  thaw  out  frozen  water-pipes  de  same  as  de  Eoman  Senators  did  2000  y'ars  ago.  It  has 
giben  us  grand  suspenshun  bridges,  but  whar'  am  de  gas-metre  which  registers  in  favor  ob  de 
consumer?  It  has  giben  us  de  telegraff,  but  what  man  among  you  eber  sot  eyes  on  a  bootjack 
which  wouldn't  miss  a  cog  jist  when  you  war  pullin'  on  a  wet  boot  de  hardest  ?  It  has  tun- 
nelled frew  mountains,  but  we  hab  foun'  no  better  way  ob  making  de  baby  swallow  caster-ile 
dan  by  holding  its  nose,  same  as  Eve  held  Cain's  and  Abel's  in  de  beginnin.' 

"My  frens,  I  did  not  come  here  to  expectorate  you  wid  a  tiresome  infatuation.  Heed 
•well  what  I  have  said.  Snug  up  to  science.  She  will  keep  you  cool  in  summer  an'  prevent  de 
shrinkin'  of  your  winter  flannels,  It  is  a  deep  subjec'  tor  research  au'  incompatibility,  an' 
triistin'  dat  each  one  of  you  may  abdicate  de  reflexum  of  de  consequential,  I  will  draw  my 
brilliant  climax  to  a  career. " — Detroit  Free  Press. 


THE  SHIP  OF  FAITH. 

A  CERTAIN  colored  brother  had  been  holding  forth  to  his  little  flock  upon  the  ever-fruitful 
topic  of  Faith,  and  he  closed  his  exhortation  about  as  follows: 

My  bruddren,  if  yous  gwine  to  get  saved  you  got  to  git  on  board  de  Ship  of  Faith.  I  tell 
you  my  bruddren  dere  ain't  no  odder  way,  dere  ain  t  no  gittin'  up  de  back  stairs,  no  gwine 
across  "lots;  you  can't  do  dat  away  my  bruddren,  you  got  to  get  on  board  de  Ship  of  Faith. 
Once  'pon  a  time  dere  was  a  lot  ob  colored  people  an'  dey  was  all  gwine  to  de  promised  land. 
Well,'  dey  know'd  dere  want  no  odder  way  for  'em  to  do  but  to  git  on  board  do  Ship  of  Faith. 
So  dey  all  went  down  an'  got  on  board,  de  ole  granfadders  and  de  ole  grandmudders,  an'  de 
pickaninnies,  an'  all  de  res'  ob  'em.  Dey  all  got  on  board  'cepting  onemonsus  big  feller.  He 
isaid  he's  gwine  to  swim,  he  was.    "  W'y  !"  dey  said,  "  you  can't  swim  so  fur  like  dat.    It  am  a 
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powerful  long  way  to  the  promised  laud."  He  said,  "  I  kin  swim  anywhar,  I  kin.  I  git 
board  no  bojit;  no,  'deed  !"  Well,  my  bruddren,  all  dey  could  say  to  dat  pore  disluded  man 
dey  couldn't  git  him  on  board  de  Ship  of  Faith.  So  dey  started  off.  De  day  was  fair,  de  win' 
right,  de  sunshiniu'  and  everyting  butiful,  an'  dis  big  tellar  he  pull  off  his  close  an'  plunge  in 
de  water.  Well,  he  war  a  powerful  swimmer,  dat  man,  'deed  he  war.  He  war  dat  powerful 
he  kep  right  long  side  de  boat  all  de  time.  Well,  bimeby  my  bruddren,  what  you  tink  dat  pore 
man  seen  ?  A  horrible,  awful  shark,  my  bruddren,  mouf  wide  open,  teef  mor'en  a  foot  long, 
ready  to  chaw  dat  pore  man  all  up  de  minute  he  catch  him.  Well,  when  he  seen  dat  shark,  he 
begun  to  git  awful  scared,  an'  he  hollor  out  to  de  folks  on  board  de  ship,  "Take me  on  board ! 
take  me  on  board,  quick!"  But  dey  said,  "No,  indeed.  You  wouldn't  come  up  here  when  you 
had  an  invite,  you  got  to  swim  now. "  He  look  over  his  shoulder  an'  he  seen  dat  shark  a  comin', 
an'  he  let  hisself  out.  Fust  it  was  de  man  an'  den  it  was  de  shark,  an'  den  it  was  de  man 
again;  dat  away  my  bruddren,  plum  to  de  promised  land.  Dat  am  de  blessed  troof  I'm  tellin' 
you  dis  minute.  But  what  do  you  tink  was  a  waiting  for  him  on  de  udder  shore  when  he  got 
dere.  A  hwrible  awful  lion,  my  bruddren,  was  a  stannin'  dere  on  de  shore  a  lashin'  his  sides- 
wid  his  tail  an'  aroarin'  away  fit  to  devour  dat  pore  nigger  de  minit  he  git  on  de  shore.  Well, 
he  war  powerful  scared  den;  he  don't  know  what  he's  gwine  to  do.  If  he  stay  in  de  water  de 
shark  eat  him  up;  if  he  go  on  de  shore  de  lion  eat  him  up:  he  donno  what  to  do.  But  he  put 
his  trust  in  de  Lord,  an'  went  for  de  shore.  Dat  lion  he  gave  a  fearful  roar  an'  bounce  for 
him,  but,  my  bruddren,  as  sure  as  you  live  an'  breeve,  dat  horrible,  awful  lion,  he  jump  clean 
ober  dat  pore  feller's  head  into  de  water,  an'  de  shark  eat  de  lion.  But,  my  bruddren,  don't  you 
put  your  trust  in  no  such  circumstance.  Dat  pore  man  he  done  got  saved,  but  I  tell  you  de- 
Lord  ain't  a  gwine  to  furnish  a  lion  for  ebery  nigger !  Anon. 


HOW  DE  NOEF  POLE  GOT  LOST. 

STUMP  SPEECH,  BY  CONRAD  DELMAB. 

Rettddees,  Sistees,  and  Chill'n:  Fer  dis  yere  ebening's  palaver,  I  am  gwine  ter  whisper 
ter  yer  'bout  one  ob  der  greatest  t'ings  dat  eber  ag'tated  der  min's  ob  der  mod'ran  signtif 'cate 
b'leabers.  I'm  gwine  ter  see  how  much  yer  know,  my  belubbed  sufferers,  'bout  de  Norf  Pole, 
dat  am  lost  in  de  ice  ob  de  cole  reg'on  ob  de  China  Sea.  How  many  ob  yer  dat  am  awake,  am 
acquainted  wid  de  fac's  ob  de  sichuashum  ?  How  many,  let  me  ax  yer,  know  dat  dey  am  a 
Norf  Pole?  And  fore  yer  hab  time  to  breave,  let  me  ax  yer  if  dey  am  a  Norf  Pole  at  all?  Whar 
am  dat  Norf  Pole,  s'posen  dat  dey  am  one,  an'  how  did  de  Norf  Pole  get  whar  it  am  ?  Dat's 
whar  de  speckticles  don't  fit.  Don't  yer  go  fer  to  t'ink  dat  I  dunno,  'cause  yer  contumacious 
brains  am  not  ex'cised  'nuf  to  tell  dis  yer  chile  der  insinwayshuns  dat  yer  mean  to  frow.  Why 
am  it  dat  de  Norf  Pole  am  in  the  China  Sea?  Who  fetched  de  pole  dat  far?  Can  eny  one  ob 
de  witnesses  tell  why  de  pole  am  floatin'  'round  in  de  China  Sea?  I'm  led  by  de  silence  ob  de 
shoutin'  ob  de  brudders  an'  sisters  to  b'leave  dat  yer  am  all  ig'rant  ob  dis  great  question,  an* 
can't  tell  why.  Bef o'  I  go  on  singin'  bout  de  Norf  Pole,  'low  me  ter  ax  yer  if  yer  know  fo' 
what  I'm  talkin'  'bout.  I'll  tell  yer  den,  as  none  ob  yer  seem  ter  know  dat  I'm  tryinter  gib  yer 
'formation 'bout  the  Norf  Pole;  do  yer  understan'?  As  yer  don'tunderstan',  it  am  abs'lutely 
necessary  for  all  yer  to  trabbel  back  ter  der  time  when  dere  M'ar  no  Norf  Pole.  Yer  will  hab 
ter  trabbel  way  back  wid  me  ter  der  beginnin'  ob  der  present  time  of  dis  yere  question  dat  I'm 
trying  to  'lustrate.  Yer  see,  brudders  and  sisters,  dar  war  a  time  when  dis  yer  pole  war  a 
plain,  common  walkin'  stick.  An'  now  because  it  am  lost,  it  am  grown  ter  be  a  great  curiosity. 
So  great  am  it  grown  ter  be,  dat  Jim  Bennet  sent  a  colored  gemman  to  fish  for  de  pole  an' 
bring  it  back  ter  de  qity  ob  New  York,  ter  be  made  into  tooth-picks  fo'  de  sailors'  boardin' 
houses.  Brudders  an'  sleepy  sisters,  I'm  not  gwine  ter  'muse  yer  wid  tellin'  wat  dey  am  goin' 
ter  do  wid  it  wen  it  am  foun'.  I  hab  not  got  de  time  ter  spare  disyerebenin',  so  I  will  only  tell 
yer  how  dis  yer  pole  kum  to  be  lost.  You  see,  it  warwen  we  ole  folks  war  little  chil'n,  runnin' 
'round  tearin'  our  best  clothesto  rags,  dat  dis  yer  Pole  happened  to  lose  itself.  It  war  when 
our  great  gran'farder  and  gran'mudder,  Adam  an'  Eve,  war  tamin'de  wild  animals  in  de  garden 
ob  Eden,  an'  when  de  Jews  was  liben  in  hoots,  an  holden  camp-meetin's  in  the  gardens  ob 
Africa,  dat  dis  yer  Pole  got  lost.    Yer  see,  Adam's  farder  war  a  great  friend  of  Moses.    In  fac' 
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dey  war  ole  skule  chums  together  when  day  war  chiU'n.  One  day,  wen  de  sun  from  his  silver 
t'rone  war  reflectin'  de  light  on  dis  t'rrestyell  globe,  Adam's  farder  and  Moses  war  dressed  up 
ter  kill,  an  war  tryin'  to  make  a  mash  on  all  de  putty  colored  gals  on  de  plantation.  As  I  war 
tryin'  to  remark,  dese  two  gemmen  war  walkin'  on  de  plantation,  fo'  dis  yere  plantation  wai: 
owned  by  Moses'  dad.  An'  as  dey  war  walkin'  together,  Moses  happen'd  ter  spy  a  stick  layin' 
on  de  coffee  groun's  ob  de  plantation,  an'  as  soon  as  he  seed  de  stick  he  made  a  hog's  bite  for  it. 
An'  wen  Adam's  farder  seen  Moses  grab  de  stick,  he  wanted  ha'vers,  'cause  he  said  he  seed  de 
stick  fust.  "Dis  yere  stick  am  mine,  'cause  it  am  found  on  my  farder's  plantation,"  said 
Moses.  An'  den  Adam's  farder  said,  "Nigger,  I  bus'  your  head  if  yer  don't  gib  dat  stick  ter 
me.  It  am  mine  'cause  I  said  divy ;"  an  den  dey  pitched  into  each  other,  an'  war  breakin'  dar 
thick  heads,  when  a  great  man  named  Christfor  Columbus,  de  coon  dat  discovered  dat  de 
orange  am  roun',  happ'ned  to  pass,  an'  wen  he  seed  dem  niggers  fightin'  he  said,  "Whal^m 
yo  chl'n  fightin'  fo'?  Ain't  yer  shamed  obyer  selbes?  Now  yer  stop  yer  quarlin  an'  go  home 
to  yer  ma."  An'  after  he  heard  de  story  ob  de  bofe  sides,  he  jes'  said:  "  Gimme  de  cane;  my 
son  Abraham  am  gwiue  ter  de  China  Sea  ter  fish,  an'  dis  'ere  stick  am  jest  what  he  want  fo'  a 
fishin'  pole."  So  Moses  gib  de  pole  ter  Crist'for,  an'  Christ'fer  gib  it  ter  his  son  Abraham,  an' 
be  took  it  with  him  wen  he  went  fishin'.  It  came  ter  pass  dat  while  Abraham  war  fishin'  he 
fell  oberboard  and  de  pole  war  droun'.  An'  now,  brudders  and  sisters,  dat  berry  pole  growd 
to  be  a  Norf  Pole.  Dat's  how  the  Norf  Pole  got  lost.  An'  now  eberybody  am  huntin'  for  it. 
But  no  use  talkin'  dey  will  nebber  find  it,  'cause  all  de  water  an'  all  de  ice  ob  de  China  Sea  am 
piled  on  it.  Now,  my  dear  brudders  and  sisters,  as  I  hab  'mused  yo'  wid  de  fable  'bout  de  Norf 
Pole,  I  will  arribe  to  de  end  ob  der  tail,  an'  I  will  try  ter  stir  your /eeZm's  wid  a  tevffeelin'  remarks, 
and  dat  am  dat  when  Brudder  Jam  Hen  passes  'round  de  hat,  dat  yo'  should  not  put  yer  hand 
in  yer  pockets,  an' feel  ober  de  nickles,  an'  put  'spender  buttons  an'  spur'us  coin  in  der  hat. 
JBrudder  Jam,  pass  around  de  hat — but,  fo'  de  Lord,  hold  on  ter  der  hat. 


CIBIL  EIGHTS  AN'  EULEES  OF  DIS  COUNTEY. 

BY  THOMAS  H.  SWIFT. 

Betjddep.  Canines: — Dis  magnanamous  country  am  in  an  explorable  condition.  Jes'  com- 
par'  de  black  an'  de  white  race,  an'  you'll  council  de  superiorness  ob  de  former  ober  de  latter 
— yes,  look  at  'em.  Dar's  James  Coogan,  one  ob  your  white  rulers,  what  did  he  do  ?  De  voice 
ob  de  nation  am  cryin'  from  de  bushy-tailed  mountain  to  de  extreme  extremities  ob  deribber: 
— What  did  he  do  ?  Why,  gemmen,  he  did,  an'  I  can  proob  it  by  de  little  dog  dat  laughed  to 
see  such  sport,  and  de  dish  what  run  away  wid  de  spoon,  dat  when  de  cow  jumped  ober  da 
moon,  an'  sprained  her  ankle,  he  forced  deguberment  to  pay  her  an  annual  pension  ob  three 
thousan'  dollars.  Den,  feller  feliness,  turn  your  admirous  orbs  on  de  greatest  ob  cuUud  indi- 
viduals, George  Alabama  Johnson  Brown.  When  he  was  afflicted  wid  dat  terrible  disease 
Tipsimania,  which  causes  human  to  steal  ag'in  his  will.  When  he  wus  taken  wid  dis,  and 
chanced  to  lay  his  paws  on  a  four  legged  fowl,  what  did  de  doctor  recommend  ?  Six  months 
in  State  Prison.  And  while  in  dese  gloomy  walls  he  become  one  ob  our  country's  greatest 
prophets,  an' among  his  many  predictions  what  come  to  pass  wus  dat  "  De  dumb  would  be 
unable  to  speak,  an'  darf  oe,  in  accordance  wid  de  laws  ob  nature,  could  not  deliber  an  oration." 
When  one  ob  your  pale-face  Senators  stated  dat  necessity  was  de  mudder  ob  inwention,  an' 
dis  same  cullud  gemmen  ariz  an'  axed  de  name  ob  de  fader,  he  wus  compelled  to  take  his  seat. 
Now,  gemmen,  before  I  go  any  furder,  I  would  hab  you  understan'  dat  all  prebiously  spoken 
words  wus  uttered  before  de  ones  I  am  now  aboiit  to  remark.  When  one  of  de  white  gemmen 
endeabored  to  hab  Congress  adjourn  to  some  eatin'  house,  I  immediately  showed  dem  dat  dar 
was  no  prowission  in  de  constitution  ob  dis  united  America  for  de  stomach  an'  dus  sabed  our 
guberment  fully  twenty-five  cents  in  time.  Why  jes'  look  at  the  expense  our  guberment  am 
under,  dar's  Edison's  electric  light  adopted  accordin'  to  advice  ob  office  grabbers,  when  dey 
could  jes'  as  well  encourage  de  growth  ob  red-headed  chillen  an'  sabede  country  an  enormous 
expense  in  de  luminatin' purpose  alone;  bxit,  no,  dey  must  erect  bull  dog  factories  and  pub- 
lish canine  sausage  wid  de  pnblick's  money,  an'  go  on  making  wind  puddin'  widout  licence. 
.Fellow  grub  mutilators,  de  time  am  come  when  dis  united  union  must  change  her  prebious 
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•course,  to  accomplish  dis,  we  want  a  leader  who  possesses  de  conflugigations ;  for  it  am  a  need- 
nessity,  an'  when  you  select  rulers  don't  forgit  dat  accordin'  to  grammar,  de  white  trash  am 
common  nouned,  de  white  big  bugs  proper  nouned;  but  de  nigger  am  renouned;  an'  it  takes  a 
black  cloud  to  reign,  an',  now  brudders,  be  kind  enough  to  drop  a  dollar  in  de  box  as  it  is 
passed  around,  for  in  pleadin'  your  cause  de  tears  had  gushed  forth  from  mymouf  while  large 
beads  of  sweat  trickled  down  my  cheeks  in  streamlets,  an'  I  trust  dat  you  may  all  learn  to  ex- 
claim in  an  esclamitorious  exclamation,  de  esclaimable  poem ; 

No  more  I'll  twist  de  chicken's  neck 

To  drown  dat  plaintive  call, 
But  wid  a  golden  quill  I'll  check 

De  arrest  ob  my  bruddurs  all ! 


BEUDDER  GAEDNEK  ON  MUSIC. 

*^De  sotjn' of  a  hoss-fiddle,"  says  Brudder  Gardner,  "brings  up  old  reckoleckshuns  an' 
starts  de  tear  of  regret.  If  played  long  'nu£E,  an'  de  wind  am  in  de  right  direckshun,  it  will 
cause  the  listener  to  shell  out  a  subscripshun  of  $3000  to'rds  a  new  cull'd  Baptist  Church. 
Try  it  once  and  be  convinced. 

"  De  soun'  of  a  harp  hits  a  man  below  debelt.  He  begins  to  fink  of  all  de  mean  fings  he 
ever  did,  an'  to  wish  he  hadn't,  an'  at  de  eand  of  fifteen  minits  he  am  all  ready  to  step  ober  an' 
pay  his  nay  bur  a  dollar  apiece  fur  de  hens  he  shot  in  his  garden  las'  Spring. 

"  The  jewsharp  goes  rignt  to  de  soul.  If  your  wife  am  all  ready  to  'lope  off  wid  de  hired 
man  de  notes  of  de  jewsharp  will  take  her  bonnet  off  in  sixteen  seconds.  If  you  keep  a  hired 
man  you  should  also  keep  a  jewsharp. 

Planner  music  sometimes  hits  and  sometimes  misses.  Ize  known  it  to  make  an  old  bald- 
head  go  home  an'  pass  two  hull  hours  widout  cuffin'  de  chill'en,  an'  Ize  known  it  to  cause  a 
young  gal  to  slide  down  ober  de  roof  ob  de  kitchen  an'  'lope  off  wid  de  owner  of  a  side  show. 

"  De  guitar  alius  brings  sadness,  an'  a  resolushun  to  begin  on  de  1st  of  Jinuary  to  quit  a- 
runnin'  out  nights  an'  playing  policy. 

"  De  brass  band  might  soothe  a  sorrowin'  soul  if  de  said  sorrowin'  soul  didn't  have  all  he 
could  do  to  hold  his  hoss. 

"  De  organ  fills  de  soul  wid  awe  an'  strikes  de  heroic  chord.  If  you  am  layin'  fur  a  man, 
doan'  tackle  him  jist  arter  he  has  bin  takin'  in  de  notes  of  an  organ. 

"  De  banjo — yum  !  If  you  want  my  dog — my  hoss — my  house  an'  lot,  play  me  the  banjo 
an'  keep  time  wid  yer  fut.  I  'spect  de  music  of  angelic  harps  am  sweet  an'  soft  an'  dreamy, 
but  if  dey  want  to  keep  us  cull'd  folks  satisfied  up  dar',  a  leetle  mo'  banjo  an'  a  leetle  less  harp 
^m  de  fust  prescription." 


A  FEW  RAMBLING  EEMAEKS. 

BY  WM.  HANSON. 

Feller  Oeang  Otangs,  an'  oder  missin'  links  ob  de  lost  tribe  ob  Israel: — "Widout  furder 
perlimineries,  I  will,  wid  de  full  consent  ob  my  own  indervidual  self,  perceed  ter  inflict  'pon 
yer  conservative  minds  de  t'ings  dat  hab  done  gone  an'  hap'ened  an'  de  t'ings  dat  hab  neber 
cum  ter  pass.  Fer  instinks,  look  what  hab  hap'ened  to  our  street-cleanin' department.  Our 
mayor — an'  he  am  de  rite  kine  of  a  hoss — findin'  dat  dey  war  too  lazy  ter  keep  der  streets 
clean,  cum  ter  dekonklushun  dat  dey  war  too  lazy  ter  stay  in  office  an'  he  cleaned  dem  out.  I 
tell  yer  it  am  fac'  dat  a  new  broom  sweeps  clean,  an'  may  it  neber  wear  out !  An',  den  again, 
I  ask  yer  why  fur  does  a  new  broom  sweep  clean?  It  am  de  'pinion  ob  dis  indervidual  that 
new  brooms  are  made  to  sweep  dirt,  an'  noffin'  else.  Now  I .  had  f  oun'  out  what  hab  hap'ened, 
let  us  investsrgate  an'  see  what  hab  cum  ter  pass.   Hab  de  cleanin'  out  ob  dem  chaps  made 
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de  streets  any  cleaner  ?  Nixie  cum  weedle  !  Dey  am  still  in  de  same  condition,  an'  dey  am 
likely  to  remain  so,  unless  Mayor  Grant  shoulders  a  broom  an'  goes  outter  clean  dem  liisself. 
As  weliab  jnrisdictsliuually  windercated  ourself  in  dis  years  argerment,  we  will  now  perceed 
furder  an' investigate  de  reason  why  sum  women  fokes  wear  bangs.  Probably  dey  do  it 'case 
dey  fink  it  makes  dem  look  "  Bang-up,"  an'  probably  dey  don't.  Howsumdeber  dat  hab  got 
ter  be  proved.  But  I  will  gibyer  my  wurd  dat  it  am  moah  ter  a  woman's  credit  ter  bang  her 
own  head  dan  it  is  ter  bang  her  husband's.  Ft  r  my  special  part,  I  deem  it  an  outrage  fur  a 
woman  to  wear  her  hair  way  down  on  her  forehead,  fur  it  am  a  sin  a  shame  for  her  ter  go  an' 
try  fur  ter  hide  what  nature  hab  so  graciously  bestowed  'pon  her.  Probably  sum  strong- 
minded  woman  may  ask  me  "  Den,  if  dat  am  de  case,  why  should  a  woman  wear  any  close  at 
all?"  Well,  I  will  c/ose  my  mouf  on  dat  subject  an'  say  no  moah  about  it.  Butletmeheah 
remark,  if  dere  am  one  kind  ob  an  animal  I  like  in  dis  world  moah  dan  another,  dat  animal  ^ 
a  woman — pervidin'  she  am  ob  de  femernine  gender  an'  a  darter  ob  her  mudder.  Oh,  woman, 
lubly  woman,  it  am  ter  you  we  owe  eberythin',  eben  ter  our  board-bills,  not  ter  menshun 
nuffin' 'bout  washin'an' ironin'.  What  would  we  do  widout  yer — you  who  lifted  us  from  our 
cradle  and  spanked  us  till  we  war  blue  in  de  face,  jes'  'case  we  kicked  ag'in  bein'  dosed  wid 
castor  ile  an'  catnip  tea — you  who  brought  us  up  from  our  infancy,  fotched  us  ter  manhood, 
an'  den  made  us  pay  siz  dollars  a  week  for  our  board,  when  our  salaiy  mounted  ter  only  free 
dollars  and  a  half.  Speaking  ob  women  pxits  me  in  mind  ob  what  enm.  fokes  say  ob  me.  Dey 
say  dat  I  am  de  picture  of  my  mudder.  If  dat  am  de  case,  what  in  de  name  ob  all  dat  is  great, 
good,  bad  an'  indifferent,  was  de  use  of  her  habin  her  photograf  t  tookin  ?  Fur  de  present,  we 
will  say  no  moah 'bout  de  women  fokes,  but  turn  our  'teniion  ter  natural  history.  We  will 
took  fur  our  subject  de  elefant  and  de  mosquito.  De  elefant  war  born  an'  brought  up  in  his 
own  native  country;  de  mosquito  cums  from  Jersey,  an',  in  konserquence,  he  am  a  foreigner, 
an'  like  a  donnin'  creditor,  he  am  foreber  presentin'  his  bill,  much  ter  de  disgust  ob  de  elefant 
an'  all  oder  civilized  people.  An  elefant  saw  a  mosquito  commin'  along  one  day  an'  he  ran 
away  an'  hid.  How  did  he  hide  away  from  de  mosquito  ?  you  may  ask.  Easy  nuflf.  He 
crawled  inter  his  own  trunk,  locked  it,  put  de  key  in  his  pocket,  an'  de  mosquito  fur  de  life  ob 
him,  couldn't  tell  what  had  becum  ob  de  elefant.  De  mosquito  was  all  but  starved  when  one 
day  he  see  de  elefai^t  cumin'  out  fitr  a  breaf  ob  fresh  air.  Immijetly  de  mosquito  see  dat,  he 
sneaked  behind  de  elefant  when  dat  animal  wasn't  lookin',  and  took  up  board  and  lodgin'  fur 
a  week  rite  on  top  ob  de  elefant's  tail  (dis  am  a  true  tale,  an'  don't  yer  fergit  it.)  As  soon  as 
de  elefant  foun'  out  dat  de  mosquito  was  outer  him,  it  made  him  feel  so  bad  dat  he  cried. 
You  may  t'ink it  strange  dat  an  elefant  should  cry.  Nuffin'  strange 'bout  dat.  Habn'tyer 
eber  heard  ob  crocodile  tears  ?  Well,  if  a  crocodile  can  cry,  habn't  an  elefant  de  same  rite  an' 
priberlige  ter  cry  if  he  wants  ter?  All  dat  de  elefant  could  do  he  couldn't  get  rid  ob  dat  mos- 
quito. Well,  dat  mosquito  stayed  on  de  top  ob  de  elefant's  tail  for  a  hull  week,  an',  at  de  end 
ob  dat  time,  de  elefant  felt  a  rader  strange  sensation,  as  if  sumfin  was  gibin'  way,  an',  lookin' 
ahind  him,  what  does  yer  s'pose  he  sees?  Why,  he  sees  de  mosquito  flyin' off  wid  his  (de 
elefant's)  tail  clasped  tightly  in  his  arms  an',  makin'  his  way  toward  de  Norf  Eiber.  What 
did  dat  elefant  do  arter  dat  ?  Why,  he  went  ter  a  clothing  store  on  Chatham  Street,  whar  dey 
do  nuffin'  but  a  retail  bizness,  an'  had  a  new  one  put  on.  Hopin'  dat  my  remarks  hab  not 
probed  to  copious  fur  yer  diminutive  interlect,  I  now  adjourn  dis  meetin',  an'  I  hope  dat  if 
yer  eber  meet  a  person  dat  is  guilty  ob  tellin'  a  lie  dat  you  will  shoot  him  on  de  spot. 


CURIOSITY. 

BY  WILL  SMITH. 

Ladies  and  Fellee  Citizens:  Hm-m-m-m  !  I'se  very  happy  to  congraduate  wid  you  all' 
dis  ebenin'  on  de  occasion  ob  dis  auspicious  what-you-call-'em.  But,  neberdeless,  my  fr'en's, 
I  feel  dat  in  tacklin*  dis  profound  subjec'  to  night,  I  will  make  a  jackass  ob  myself;  darfo',  in 
de  language  ob  Cadet  Whittaker,  "lendme  your  ears."  Curiosity,  my  belubbed  nincompoops, 
is  a  terrible  thing  to  have  Ia3nn'  'round  loose  in  de  family.    Well  might  depoet  exclaim: 

.  "Curiosity,  dy  name  is  woman."  An' he  might  also  added:  "  Dy  name  is  Dennis,"  cos 
it's  no  good,  nohow  you  take  it.    Curiosity,  ef  you  recollect,  my  sinners,  wus  discovered  away 
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back  by  ole  Mrs.  Adam.  Ef  Satan  liadu't  aroused  de  ole  woman's  curiosity  dat  4th  ob  July, 
wot  would  a  become  ob  de  present  generation  ob  doctors  an'  undertakers  '?  Et's  my  honest 
opinton  dat  de  ole  boy  had  de  small  boy  ob  de  future  in  his  mind's  eye  when  he  discobered  de 
green-apple  tree  to  our  fust  mammy  in  de  orchid.  Eh?  Which?  Consequently,  after  sum  min 
up  dese  facts,  wot  do  we  find?  Why,  dat  Eve  wus  de  fust  curious  woman  in  de  world,  an' 
wrote  de  fust  snake  story — de  ginuine  see  sarpint.  In  dis  connection  it  strikes  me  dat  it's  a 
pity  she  didn't  live  till  to-day— she'd  a  got  a  rattlin'  good  job  as  de  Washington  correspondent 
for  a  New  York  paper.  Providence  made  a  grand  mistake,  dough,  in  forbiddin'  woman  to 
tech  de  appletree.  It  should  a-been  de  onion  bush.  Whew  !  Curiosity,  as  I  remarked  before, 
is  a  dangerous  animile.  A  mankain't  be  too  keerful  dataway,  nowadays.  I  tell  ye  what  it  is, 
my  bredderum,  don't  ye  nebber,  nebber  p'int  a  empty  gun  at  nobody  'tall 'cept  it's  a  book 
agent  feller.    Always  blow  down  de  muzzle  fust  to  see  ef  it's  loaded.    Yoii'U  find  its'  best  way, 

tinndly,  but,  de,  bonco'se,  everybody  ka-m't  be  expected  to  stop  to  blow  down  de  muzzle  ob  a 
bot-gun  to  see  ef  it's  loaded,  ef  dey  did,  whar,  I  axes,  who  would  now  be  left  to  comfort 
Hewitt  ?  Echo  answers — who  ? — an'  we'll  let  her  answer.  But  I'm  af eard  I'm  disgressin'  from 
desnbjec'.  Now,  ondeoderhand,asweallknows,  curiosity  is  nateral  in  woman;  consequently, 
in  some  cases  in  should  be  gratified.  For  instinct,  you  could  casually  mention  to  your  mother- 
in-law  dat  a  pound  ob  dynamite  in  de  oben  would  raise  de  bread  in  two  minutes.  When  she 
couies  to  try  she'll  find  it  so.  It  will  raise  de  bread  an'  de  house  an'  de  ole  woman  an'  de  ole 
Harry  all  'round.  While  we'se  on  de  subjec'  ob  shootin',  I  once  heerd  some  one  say  dat  half 
de  people  ob  dis  glorious  Union  bin  done  an'  got  shot  troo  de  liber.  I  once  saw  a  tramp 
shot  troo  de  liber.  It  was  a  fried  liber,  an'  he  shot  troo  it  in  jest  ten  seconds  by  an  imported 
Oirish  watch — den  de  watch  shot  him  into  de  station  on  de  fly.  But  to  return  to  de  subjec' 
ob  dis  what's-it's-name.  It  must  not  be  s'pose  dat  woman  is  got  all  de  curiosity  in  dis  world. 
Man  has  got  his  share  an'  don't  you  forgit  it.  Man's  curiosity  bin  runnin'  wild  eber  since  de 
time  ob  de  flood.  Noah  discovered  it  wen  he  was  dyin'  ob  curiosity  to  see  de  elephant  in  his 
grape  garden.  An'  he  did  see  |it  too,  you  bet.  I  don't  know  ef  it's  in  de  revised  version  or 
not;  but  you'll  recollect  dat  time,  I  s'pose.  A  man  kain't  control  his  curiosity  no  more  dan  a 
woman.  I  once  know'd  two 'spectablecuUud  citizens  who  heerd  a  'spicious  noise  in  de  vicinity 
ob  a  chicken-coop.  Dey  couldn't  do  widout  goin'  to  see  wot  wus  up,  and  wot  wus  de  conse- 
quince?  Why,  dey  befo  met  an'  each  'cused  de  oder  of  robbin'  de  hen-roost.  Ob  co'se  both 
wus  innocent,  but  dey  den  and  dar  an'  wid  malice  afore  thought,  fell  to  pullin'  each  Oder's 
knots  till  dey  died  on  de  premises.  De  paper  sed  it  wus  a  case  of  genuine  died  in-de-wood 
black  male.  An'  I  don't  doubt  it.  Hm-m-m-m  !  It  wouldn't  pay  some  folks  to  have  people 
too  curious.  Look  at  Bob  Ingersoll.  Says  there  ain't  no  H — m!  Now  I'll  bet  my  old  coat 
dat  et any  one  was  to  hear  dat  an  talkin'  me  whenever  he  gets  up  in  de  night  an'  knocks  his 
head  against  de  shelf,  and  spills  de  ice  water  down  his  spine,  dat  man's  business  would  be 
rained.  People'd  call  him  a  liar  an'  a  hypocrite,  an'  sarve  him  right.  People,  nowadays,  is 
curious  to  know  just  what  Leo  Hartmann  is  up  to  in  dis  country.  He  says  he  is  all  right,  an' 
mebbe  he  is,  but  I'll  just  bet  he's  come  over  here  to  hab  a  talk  wid  our  postmaster.  He's  gcin' 
to  organize  a  star-ronte  investigation  over  in  Russia  dis  winter  !  Oh,  you  all  kin  laugh,  but  let 
me  tell  you,  de  danger  to  de  crowned  heads  of  Europe  is  on  de  rise  ebery  year.  Dis  little  in- 
cident puts  me  in  mind  ob  all  dis  talk  about  infernal  machines  in  Ireland.  Why,  dere  ain't 
half  ob  you  know  what  an'  fernal  machine  is.  It's  made  ob  glass,  holds  about  a  liquid  pint, 
an' is  ginrally  carried  in  de  hind  pocket.  It  has  killed  more  men  than  Dr.  Mary  Walker. 
Gentlemen,  we  live  in  an  age  ob  curiosity.  Jist  now  de  question  dat's  troublin'  dis  commu- 
nity is,  what's  become  of  Stewart's  bones  ?  Ob  co'se  I  don'tknow,  nuffin',  but  et's  my  opinion 
you'll  find  'em  in  a  glass  case  in  Barnum's  Msueum,  as  de  remains  ob  de  Wandering  Jew.  Re- 
venge is  sweet.  Oh,  no.  Mebbe  not.  Keep  no  secrets  from  de  wife  ob  your  bosom,  oh, 
men  !  Beware  !  De  odder  day  I  came  home,  an'  de  fust  t'ing  my  wife  seed  wus  a  hair  on  my 
coat  collar.  She  aied  me  how  come  I  so,  an'  I  told  her  I  pulled  it  from  a  plate  of  red-headed 
hash.  She  wouldn't  beliebe  it.  Said  she'd  find  out  de  truth  ef  she  died  for  it.  Women  are 
always  dyin'  for  men.  It's  a  way  dey  have.  Well,  sir,  you  won't  beliebe  it,  but  she  swallowed 
some  dynamite  dat  night,  an'  de  next  day  she  went  off— wid  another  man.  De  oder  day  I 
axed  Fourth  WardBeecher  whar  wus  de  best  place  to  hold  de  World's  Fair.  Says  he,  "Young 
man,  an'  I  speak  from  'sperience,  de  best  place  to  hold  de  world's  fair  is  on  your  knee,  wid 
one  arm  'round  deir  waists."  You  bet  I  didn't  waste  no  time  gettin'  out  ob  dat  house.  Any 
man'lltalk  like  dat,  he'll — he'll,  he  \dll,  you  bet.  I— yes — I,  myself  hab  seen  bald-headed 
men  stand  for  ten  minutes  in  de  coldest  weather,  jest  to  seeagood-looMn'  young  lady  pick  her 
way  over  a  slickery  spot  on  de  snowy  pavement.    I  guess  dey  must  hab  been  Wall  Street  bulls 
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dough,  an'  wanted  to  see  a  sudden  rise  in  stocks.  Hm-m-m  !  But  I  neber  talk  about  dese 
t'ings,  at  all,  you  know.  With  one  more  illustration,  my  friends,  we'll  bring  dis  oration  to  a 
close.  Obsarbe  Sara  Bernahardt.  She  is  a  fine  woman — a  very  fine  woman — a  remarkably 
fine  woman,  yoa  understand,  an'  yet  she  is  so  curious  dat  she  takes  her  rest  in  a  coffin  wid  a 
mirror  in  it.  She  says  she  wants  to  see  how  she'll  look  when  her  eyes  is  closed  in  death.  I 
jest  like  to  know  how  she  does  dat,  but  I  ain't  got  time  jest  now.  Finally,  summin'  up  all 
dese  important  p'ints  in  consideration,  we  find  dat  you'd  better  let  curiosity  go  by  de  board — 
it  don't  pay.  Mind  your  own  business,  an' even  ef  yer  can't  come  home  frum  de  war  and 
leave  yer  head  behind,  ye  can,  in  time,  put  yer  flippers  on  Uncle  Sam's  money,  an'  do  yer 
country  a  signal  service  by  emigratin'  to  de  shores  of  Canada. 


 ~   % 

BURLESQUE  LECTURE  ON  WOMAN'S  RIGHTS.* 

Ladies  and  Gemblem: — I  appear  befo'  you  dis  ebenin',  to  lucidate  a  subjec'  dat  has  long; 
been  discussed  by  a  good  many  ob  white  fokes  what  nebber  knew  anyting  at  all  'bout  it,  and 
always  did. 

De  subjec'  dat  I  delude  to,  is  de  subjec'  of  womans's  rights.  Prebious  to  my  discxissing, 
I  want  you  to  xinderstand  one  ting.  I  don't  want  to  hear  no  coughfin,  no  shufflin'  ob  d© 
foots,  nor  no  squealing  babies,  case  if  you  tink  Ise  gwan  to  stand  here,  and  waste  my  preciotus 
brefE  for  noffin,  now  your  all  mighty  mistaken.  I  shall  commence  from  de  34th  page  ob  d© 
ith  ob  July — twenty-eleben  verse. 

When  woman's  rights  am  stirred  a  bit, 

De  first  reform  she  hitches  on. 
Is  how  she  can  wid  least  delay, 

Just  draw  a  pair  ob  britches  on. 

I  tell  you  now,  aforehand,  I  is  goin'  right  into  dis  subjec'  like  a  hungry  nigger  into  a  bowl 
ob  clam  soup,  by  simply  axin  you  dese  stounding  questions:  Who  am  woman?  Whar  did 
■he  come  from  ?  Who  does  she  belong  to,  and  which  way  am  she  agwine  to  ?  Now,  a  good 
many  common-taters,  and  mighty  common-taters  dey  am  too,  at  dat,  hab  tried  to  make  out 
dat  de  first  woe  was  brought  on  de  human  race  by  Eve,  trying  to  coax  Adam  to  climb  de  apple 
tree  and  steal  de  apple. 

Now,  I  contend  dat  dat  fac'  am  no  such  ting.  Now,  if  dem  common-taters  had  looked  a 
little  more  into  Massa  Andrew  Jackson  Davis'  book,  what  dey  call  de  Great  Harmonicus,  or 
even  read  Massa  Horace  Greeley's  fugitib  slabe  bill  dey  would  hab  found  out  dat  it  was  Adam 
dat  coaxed  Eve  to  climb  de  tree  and  steal  de  apple,  when  long  cum  two  M.P.'s  and  nabbed 
Uve,  and  Adam  turned  State's  ebidence  agin  de  poor  gal. 

In  de  16th  place,  25thly:  Whar  did  she  come  from?  Now,  did  you  ever  hear  such  a 
question  in  all  your  born  days?  It's  enufE  to  know  dat  she  am  here,  and  I  don't  tink  it  makes 
a  dif  ob  bitterence  whar  she  come  from. 

In  de  19th  place,  86thly:  Who  does  she  belong  to?  Now,  when  a  man  and  a  woman  gets 
married,  and  dey  ain't  neider  ob  'em  got  anyting,  now  who  does  de  tings  belong  too? 

Who  does  she  belong  to  ?  Why,  she  belongs  to  herself;  case  when  dey  get  married, 
don't  de  law  'spressly  specify  dat  what  belongs  to  de  husband  belongs  to  de  wife,  and  what 
belongs  to  de  wife  belongs  to  herself,  and  as  much  more  as  she  can  get  a  hold  ob;  and  when 
she  gets  married  don't  she  gib  herself  away?  and  how,  in  de  name  ob  de  dear  lam',  am  she 
goin'  to  gib  herself  away  if  she  don't  belong  to  herselt—pro-pri-oss-a-so-na,  which  means,  in 
the  Turkish  or  Latin  quotation,  Yes,  sir-ee,  dar's  no  two  ways  'bout  it.  Now,  anoder  ting — de 
women  ain't  agoin'  to  do  any  more  work  for  yoxi.  Why,  ain't  dey  goin'  to  inwent  a  machine 
to  make  three  thousand  shirts  a  minute  wid,  and  anoder  machine  to  rock  de  cradel  wid,  wid- 
out  any  collision  on  de  part  ob  de  mudder  on  de  oder  side?  How  is  you  goin'  to  make  bread, 
Boloni  puddins,  sassengers,  and  oder  kinds  of  sweetmeats?  Why,  dey  am  goin'  to  use  one  ob 
dem  cholera  engines  what  dey  use  on  board  de  steamer  Hendrixum.  Yes,  from  de  frozen  re- 
gions ob  de  burning  Polar  seas,  to  de  melting  breezes  ob  de  Tropex,  my  voice  shall  cry  aloud 
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in  defence  of  woman's  rights;  and  all  'will  cry  aloud,  go  in,  Ida  Smiff,  go  in  an'  I'll  hold  your 
.bonnet,  and  go  in,  too. 

Yes,  I'll  run  and  fight,  and  gouge,  and  bite, 

And  tumble  in  de  mud. 
Till  all  de  ground  for  miles  around. 

Am  kivered  wid  my  blood. 
And  when,  at  length,  I've  lost  my  strength, 

I  neber  will  gib  in. 
But  rest  myself  and  ketch  my  brefE, 

And  den  go  in  agin. 

*  As  delivere<l  by  Charley  White,  with  shouts  of  applause. 


COMIC  LECTUKE— THE  PEODIGAL  SON. 

Beuddees  AND  Sisters  :  De  discoursement  dis  mauning  is  lucinated  from  de  tax  in  de 
"book,  which  say:  "  A  suttin  man  had  two  son."  Now  de  nyoungest  son  was  a  berry  conten- 
tionable  nyoung  man  dat  was  in  no  wise  respose  to  do  de  will  ob  'e  father.  And  darefore  he 
"was  aprojigal  son,  and  de  last  state  ob  dat  man  was  wuss  dan  de  fust  state  ! 

De  Bible  say  dat  dis  nyoung  man  call  to  'e  father  and  say:  "Father,  gim  me  my  share  ob 
de  substun,  and  I  will  teck  it  and  go  away  to  a  fur  country,  and  you  shall  not  see  my  face  no 
mo'."  Now,  I  reckon  de  ole  man  war  tired  bodderin  wid  dis  projigal,  and  'e  was  willin' to 
let  him  hoe  'e  own  row.  For  we  read  in  de  Bible  dat  de  nyoung  man  teck  his  share  of  de  sub- 
stun,  and  gone  into  a  fur  country,  and  dare  he  spen'  he  substun  in  riotous  extrabagance,  high 
libin  and  sin  !  An'  after  'e  money  war  all  trow  away  'e  war  reduced  to  a  great  necessity.  So 
great  war  de  necessity  'e  war  reduced  to,  dat  'e  had  to  hire  heself  out  to  one  rich  man  to  mine 
hog ! 

Now,  de  Bible  don't  say,  but  it  is  supposed,  dat  dat  was  a  berry  mean  wite  man,  'cause  we 
read  in  de  book  dat  de  projigal  was  fain  to  full  his  stummuck  on  de  husks  wat  'e  feed  de  hog 
wid.  And  when  'e  come  to  hisself  he  say,  "  De  berry  servant  in  my  father's  house  hab  bread 
fur  to  eat  and  I  ain't  hab  none.  I'm  gwine  back  to  de  ole  man  and  ax  'im  to  teck  me  as  a  hired 
servant."  And  so  he  teck  de  pearl  ring  off  he  finger  and  trow  um  to  de  hog.  And  de  hog  run 
at  um,  'cause  you  read  in  de  book,  "  If  you  cast  pearl  befo'  swine  he  will  turn  round  and 
ren  you  !" 

Now,  wen  de  nyoung  man  was  yet  a  long  way  off,  de  ole  man  see  um,  an'  he  run  out  to 
meet  um,  and  he  ketch  um  and  trow  'e  han'  roun'  'e  neck  and  kiss  um,  and  put  anurrer  ring 
on  'e  han',  and  gie  um  one  wite  shirt  wid  gole  stud  in  de  bossum,  and  tell  de  hired  servant  to 
kill  de  fat  calf  an'  make  a  great  feast !    An'  cordin'  to  de  way  he  say  so  it  war  done. 

An'  wen  de  feast  was  ready  he  sen'  round  to  all  de  rich  nabor  and  invite  um  all  to  de  sup- 
per. And  dey  all  wid  one  consent  begin  to  make  excuse.  One  man  say  he  jess  buy  a  yoke 
ob  oxen,  and  'e  got  to  go  look  after  he  purchase.  Anurrer  man  say  'e  taking  in  a  piece  ob  new 
groun'  and  'e  'aint  got  time.  Anurrer  man  say  'e  jes8  married  to  a  nice  nyoung  wife  an' — an' 
he  can't  come ! 

Well,  wen  de  ole  man  see  how  eberybody  discount  um  'e  git  bex,  and  'e  say  to  de  hired 
man:  "Go  out  into  de  highway  and  byway,  and  gadder  all  ye  find,  for  de  lossisfoun',  and  de 
blind  kin  see,  and  de  deef  can  hear,  and  my  son  dat  was  dead  am  alive  again."  So  de  hired 
man  went  and  he  gadder  de  blin'  an  de  lame,  and  de  halt  and  de  deef,  and  all  de  po'  people  in 
dat  Ian',  and  he  fetch  um  and  set  um  down,  and  dey  made  a  great  feast !  An'  ater  dey  dun 
«at,  de  fragment  wat  dem  gadder  up  full  seben  basketful  and  five  small  fishes  ober. 

We  will  close  do  sarbice  by  singing  de  him  found  on  de  page  ob  de  book: 

"  Come,  ye  sinners,  po'  and  needy. 
Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  so'." 
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SHINBONES  ON  EOLLEK-SKATES. 

BY  Vf.    J.  HENDERSON. 

The  gentle  patter  of  rain  was  heard  on  the  roof  of  Peter  MagufiE's  cabin  in  Hoboken.  It 
■was  one  of  those  soft,  murky,  btiiy-all-day  rains  which  make  a  man  want  to  emigrate  to  some 
land  where  it  is  so  dry  that  he  can't  get  a  glass  of  seltzer.  Peter  sat  in  his  cabin  enjoying  the 
comfort  which  a  roasted  chicken — the  result  of  a  recent  appropriation— and  a  glass  of  lignum 
vitoi  eider  afforded  him. 

While  he  was  meditating  on  the  mutability  of  human  afEairs,  he  heard  a  knock  upon  hla 
door. 

"  Come  right  in;  doan't  stay  out  dar  in  de  damp,"  he  said. 

The  door  opened,  and  the  venerable  form  of  Brother  Shinbones  Smith  appeared.  The^ 
aged  philosopher  deposited  in  the  corner  of  the  fire-place  his  dripping  umbrella,  and  sat 
down  on  a  stool.  Without  lookiug  at  Peter,  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a  short  well-burned  pipe 
and  p,  bag  of  smoking-tobacco.  He  filled  the  pipe  and  lighted  it,  and  then,  leaning  back  in 
his  chair,  crossed  one  knee  over  the  other  and  clasped  it  in  his  hands.  He  smoked  silently 
for  several  minutes,  and  then,  looking  up,  he  shook  his  head  slowly  as  he  said: 

"  Brudder  Petah  Maguff,  dis  am  one  ob  de  orneriest  ole  wulds  dat  I  ebber  seed." 

"  I  reckon  yo'  am  right,  Brudder  Shinbone',"  answered  Peter. 

"  Yes,  sah,  I  is  right,  shuah.  Dar  am  moah  deceit  an'  wiggedness  floatin'  around  in  && 
berry  places  where  yo'  doan't  expec'  dem  dan  yo'  kin  shake  a  cron-tail  at.  I'se  been  hyar  now 
nigh  outer  sixty  y'ars,  an'  de  moah  I  lib  de  moah  I  is  shuah  dat  I  could  hab  rigged  up  a  bettah 
sohtob  a  wuld  dan  dis,  purwidin'  I  didn't  bab  ter  fix  her  ter  suit  nobody  but  myse'f." 

"  Wot  am  de  cause  of  dis  hj-ar  kind  ob  wailin'?" 

"  Did  yo'  ebber  tackle  dese  hyar  roller-skeets?" 

"No,  Brudder  Shinbone';  wot  am  dey  ?" 

"  Dey  am  skeets  on  w'eels,  so's  dat  yo'  kin  skeet  on  de  floah  'stead  ob  on  de  ice.  Dey 
hain't  no  good  on  de  ice,  but  you  kin  hab  jess  as  miich  fun  on  a  pa'r  ob  roller-skeets.  Dar 
hain't  nufiSn'  on  dis  hyar  erf  dat'll  gib  ye  so  much  circus  in  a  small  space  ob  time  as  a  pa'r  oh 
roller-skeets,  'less 't  is  a  mule  or  a  erfquack.  But  yo'  kin  awoid  de  humorousness  ob  a  mule: 
ef  yo'  stay  on  de  front  side  ob  him,  an'  yo'  kin  awoid  de  miseraciousness  ob  a  erfquack  by 
goiu'  up  inter  a  balloon.  But  ef  yo'  oncet  git  outer  a  pa'r  ob  roller-skeets,  yo'  kin  bet  yore« 
eahs  dat  yo'  am  goin'  ter  hab  a  picnic  ob  de  biggest  soht." 

"Toleme 'bontdat,  Brudder  Shinbone'." 

"  Wal,  chile,  jess  yo'  hole  yore  breff  a  bit,  an'  yo'll  heah  me  a-shoutin'.  Ter-day  I  war 
ober  in  Noo  Yawk,  an'  I  seed  a  sign  up  wot  said:  '  Roller-Skeetin'  Kink.'  I  sez  ter  myse'f,  sez 
I,  'I  reckon  dat  I'll  tackle  dat  racket  so's  ter  be  in  de  fashi'n.'  So  1  went  inter  de  place  an' 
hiahed  a  pa'r  ob  de  skeets,  an'  got  a  boy  fur  ter  put  'em  on.  Den  I  sez  ter  de  boy,  sez  I,  '  Yo'd 
better  kind  o'  help  me  fur  ter  git  riz  up.'  " 

"Wot  fur?" 

"Wal,  w'en  I  tried  ter  riz  myse'f  up  do  durned  skeets  wouldn't  stay  under  me,  but  kep" 
a-slidin'  out  in  front.  ].  knowed  dat  arter  I  got  stood  up  once  I  could  go  ahead.  Wal,  de  boy 
he  help  me  fur  ter  stand  up.  Soon's  I  got  stood  up  I  recommembereddat  I'd  lef'my  ombereller 
a-lyin'  on  de  seat.  I  knowed  dat  'twouidn't  be  dar  w'en  I  kem  back,  so  I  jess  reached  aroun' 
an'  grabbed  it.  Den  de  nex'  t'ing  I  knowed  de  durned  skeets  stahted  ofE  wid  my  feet  'foah  I 
war  ready.  De  feet  not  bein'  use'  ter  going  widout  de  rest  o'  de  body,  t'ingsgot  kind  o'  mixed. 
My  head  riz  downward  kind  o'  suddint  an' like  ter  knock  de  'mortal  soul  out'n  de  flooh.  De 
flooh  groaned,  chile,  I  tole  yo'.  Wal,  de  blame  boy  he  jess  stood  dar  an'  sniggered.  Dat  made 
me  putty  mad.  I  made  up  my  min'  dat  I'd  jess  'bout  pahlyze  dat  boy.  So  I  riz  up  an'  stahted 
fur  him.    Den  wot  yo'  t'ink  happen  ?" 

"  How's  I  ter  know  ?" 

"  De  blame  skeets  got  skeert  an'  run  away  wid  me  !" 
"Runaway?" 

"Yes,  sah,  dey  jess  took  an'  scooted  off  down  de  flooh  an'  round  de  sides  an'  up  de  mid- 
dle, an'  I  couldn't  stop  dem  nohow.  I  yelled:  '  Turn  off  de  steam  !  Put  out  de  fiahs  !  Look 
out,  chillen,  or  de  b'iler  'ill  bust !'  But  dat  didn't  do  no  good.  Dey  jess  kep'  a-goin'  till 
putty  soon  dey  struck  a  snag.  Dey  flew  right  straight  up  inter  de  aiah,  an'  kep'  on  a-goin'. 
Course  dey  took  dis  hyar  ole  niggah's  feet  wid  'em,  an'  lef  me  a  slidin'  onter  my  back-bone. 
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■Chile,  dar  hain't  no  skin  ober  my  back -bone  now.  She  am  out  fur  a  airin'  an'  Ise  had  ter  put 
cotton  ober  her  ter  keep  her  from  cuttin'  holes  inter  my  coat.  Wal,  some  o'  de  people  dey  help 
me  onter  my  feet  ag'iu,  an'  sez  ter  me,  sez  dey:  '  Ole  man,  yo'  bettah  take  a  rest  fur  'eleben 
or  eight  yeahs.'  But  sez  I  ter  dey,  sez  I:  '  Lemme  'lone;  I'm  a-gwine  ter  skeet  or  bust.'  An' 
den  one  man  sez  deter  me,  sez  he:  'Yo'  bettah  bust  now  an'  save  yo'se'f  some  time.'  I  didn't 
keer  fur  time,  so  I  stahted  off  ag'in.  In  about  two  minutes  de  blame  skeets  got  ornery  ag'in. 
Dey  riz  up  in  de  midst  ob  de  community  once  moah,  an'  dis  hyar  cuUud  pusson  turned  a  reg'- 
lar  back  somerset.  While  I  war  goin'  ober,  one  o'  de  skeets  flew  off  an'  hit  a  man  right  in  de 
eye. 

"He  fell  ober  backward,  and  knocked  de  boy  agin  de  stove.  De  stove  iipsot,  an'  de  hot 
coal  fell  onter  de  back  e'  de  dawg  wot  were  lyin'  under  de  stove.  De  man  wot  got  hit  in  de 
eye  yelled  '  Muhdah  !'  De  boy  yelled  '  P'leece  !'  De  dawg  he  didn't  yell  anyt'ing  in  pah-  • 
tickler;  but  he  did  moah  yellin'  ter  de  squar'  inch  dan  any  dawg  I  ebberheerd.  He  ran  down 
de  middle  o'  de  flooh  wid  a  hot  coal  a-stickin'  ter  his  back,  kiyiyin'  an'  upsettiu'  a  skeeter  at 
ebbery  jump.  De  flooh  war  sraokin',  an'  de  boy  he  yanked  de  fiah-'lahm.  An'  den  in  about 
two  minnits  de  hook-an'-laddah  fellahs  kem  in  an'  chopped  de  skeet  off'n  my  foot,  an'  killed 
de  dawg,  an'  choked  de  boy.  An'  den  dey  tuk  me  by  de  scruff  o'  de  neck  an'  fiahed  me  right 
frough  a  glass  doah,  an'  de  nex'  t'ing  I  knowed  I  war  settin'  up  ter  my  neck  in  a  hogshead  o' 
rain-'water  out  onter  de  sidewalk.  Chile,  dis  hyar  niggah  bad  'nuft".  Ef  I  ebber  feel  like  goin' 
a-rnller-skeetiug'.  jess  as  soon  as  I  feel  de  feelin'  a-stealin'  ober  me,  Ise  gwine  down  ter  de 
railroad-track  an'  git  myse'f  butted  by  a  express  train. 


WATER  VERSUS  WHISKY. 

Ladies  and  Gentlemen:  T  am  pleased  to  observe  so  many  smiling  faces  here  that  I  have 
80  often  seen  smile  at  oar  hotel  bar-room  before.  I  have  been  hired  by  the  Ladies'  (bless  the 
dear  old  girls  !)  Cold  Water  Drinking  Society  to  show  the  evil  effects  of  whisky  drinking. 

Look  at  me.  For  years  I  have  been  the  victim  of  strong  drink.  I  couldn't  get  along 
without  benzine  and  camphene:  nor  did  I  know  how  good  a  man  feels  until  I  joined  a  temta- 
tion — I  mean  a  temperance — society. 

When  I  first  joined  the  temperance  cause  I  didn't  have  a  cent  to  get  a  drink.  Now  I  can 
get  tick  of  every  saloon  keeper  on  the  block. 

A  man  who  drinks  whisky  is  a  deluded  victim  of  misplaced  confidence.  What  is  it  made 
of?    Poison,  my  friends;  rank  poison. 

It  is  far  more  poisonous  than  the  sting  of  the  bow-constructor  or  a  kiss  of  a  nigger  wench 
in  the  dog  days. 

Never,  my  friends,  never  drink  whisky:  always  drink  good  old  kill-me-quick  nigger  rum. 
{Po'inls  to  gaUery. )  Oh,  young  man,  be  warned  in  time.  Don't  indulge  in  champagne  suppers, 
for  if  you  drink  fihampagne.  you'll  have  a  real  pain  when  you  rise  up  and  try  to  put  on  your  hat 
■with  a  shoe  horn  in  the  morning. 

When  any  one  asks  you  to  have  a  bottle  of  Green  Seal  alwaj's  keep  3fuwm. 

It  is  not  too  late  to  paxise,  degenerate  listeners.  I  saw  a  terrible  case  of  spontaneous  com- 
biistioD  to-day. 

A  poor  drunkard,  who  had  been  warned  not  to  approach  a  candle  when  his  stomach  was 
loaded  with  a  cargo  of  kerosene  cocktails,  very  rashly  attempted  to  blow  out  the  gas. 

In  a  moment  his  breath  took  fire  and  he  was  burned  to  a  crisp.  Nothing  was  left  of  him 
but  a  grease  spot  to  show  where  a  human  being  once  stood. 

There  is  a  terrible  warning  in  the  sad  case  of  this  unfortunate  man,  and  when  I  heard  of 
it  I  took  an  almanac  and  swore  I  would  never  blow  out  the  gas  as  long  as  I  lived. 

This  is  a  terrible  warning  to  you.  my  gentle  listeners.  What  a  terrible  warning  to  us  all 
to  forever  shun  whisky,  to  prevent  its  manufactiire,  its  sale,  and  to  even  pass  a  law  whereby 
it  wouldbe  felony  to  even  drink  it  !  a  law  whereby  a  man  could  get  six  months  by  even  having 
his  breath  smell  of  the  vile  stuff.  {Takes  hoitle  from  pocket.)  This  is  some  coiigh  mixture;  I'm 
suffering  from  severe  hoarseness.  This  explanation  is  necessary,  asl  heard  a  titter  and  a  low 
bum  of  voices  as  I  drew  forth  that  flask.    Now  !  I  am  whisky's  relentless  foe  !    (Drinks from 
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bottle.)  Never  while  I  have  a  tongue  to  denounce  -whisky  and  those  who  make  or  sell  it,  will  I 
cease  to  battle  for  the  cause  of  temperance.  {Brinks  from  bottle.)  It  is  a  grand  and  noble 
work. 

Oh  !  I  could  relate  you  some  soul  harrowing  tales  of  misery,  woe  and  want,  caused  by  the 
demon  of  drink.  {Drinks.)  A  man  who  once  forms  an  appetite  for  liquor  will  never  stop  it 
unless  he  has  the  courage  to  say  "  No  !"  every  time  he's  asked  to  "smile."  {Drinks.)  Did 
you  ever  take  a  miscroscope  and  see  the  thousands  of  nasty  little  insects  that  poison  and  c.efile 
the  water  we  drink  ?    {Di-inks. ) 

Who  would  drink  water,  and  have  your  stomach  full  of  reptile  and  snakes?  I'd  rather 
see  snakes  around  me  than  have  them  living  inside  of  me ;  boarding  in  my  stomach.  Water  is 
no  good — N.  G.  {Drinks,  becomirig  grad-mlly  drunk.)  Never  drink  water.  It's  good  enough 
to  sail  ships  and  wash  clothes  in,  but  not  for  a  person  to  drink.  Water  has  drowned  millions 
of  people.  Look  at  the  flood,  wrecks,  freshets,  and  other  ocean  disasters  !  Water  was  the 
cause;  water  drowned  the  people?  You  never  heard  of  whisky  drowning  anybody;  you  can  bet 
your  iite  on  that ! 

/ 


VOMENS,  A   DUTCH  OKATION. 

WBITTEN  AND  DELTVEBED  BY  GUS  WILLIAMS. 

Ladies  und  Gentlemen  of  dis  grand  convention:  I  have  been  invided  here  by  some  of  d& 
mosd  disfluendial  citizens  of  dis  blace  to  spoge  to  you  on  de  subjecd  dat  dis  convention  has 
meeted  for,  namely — de  vomans.  Now  dis  vas  rader  a  dickilish  subject  to  speag  on,  especially 
of  a  man  has  long  hair;  but  as  I  am  a  widower  und  bald-headed,  I  have  no  fear:  to  use  a  Ladin 
gwodation  I  vill  say — "sic  semper paragoric,  duxfii  casino."  Ve  find  oud  by  de  hisdory  of 
America  dat  Eve  vas  defust  voman,  dot  she  vos  a  rib  oud  of  Adam— (I  forgod  his  oder  name) 
'sides,  ve  find  oud  dot  Eve  vent  ub  de  dree  undsdole  an  apple;  are  ve  sure  dot  she  didn't  take 
more  dan  vone  apple  ?  Now  subbosing  dot  dere  vas  fordy  apples  on  de  dree,  und  dot  she 
dook  fifdeen  of  em.  Now  fifdeen  from  fordy  leaves  dwendy-seven;  pud  down  de  dwendy- 
seven  und  dake  vone  from  six,  six  from  vone  you  can't  but  vone  from  six  you  can,  carom  on 
de  dark  red,  pocket  your  cue  und  ve  find  out  dat  she  had  more  dan  vone  apple, — "mena, 
mina,  mom,  mika."  Come  back mit  me  to  de  dime  ven  hash  vas  fust  invended,  who  vas  id 
dot  fust  invended  dot  mysterious  dif h  ?  vas  id  not  vomans  ?  Come  mit  me  to  de  dime  dot 
Cain  hauled  off  und  "  put  ahead  "  off  Abel,  who  vasdemoderof  dot  Cain,  vas  id  not  a  womans? 
Yes  mam,  id  vas,  sir;  don't  any  of  you  dink  dat  Adam  vas  Cain's  moder,  for  I  know  different 
den  dot.  I  have  de  information  from  de  besd  resources,  und  of  any  vone  doubts  me  I  can 
show  dem  de  obinions  of  de  bress  on  de  fight  bed  ween  Cain  und  Abel;  de  fight  vas  declared 
a  draw  und  all  bets  vas  off ;  Abel  drawed  oud  all  together, — "  Knockso — Bundle— of —hayo — 
oud — of  Abelo  "  but  sdill  ve  can't  done  mitout  voman.  I  could  dalk  against  vomans  for  years, 
I  could  dalk  on  dis  subject  as  long  as  id  vould  take  te  get  up  a  saddle-rock  fry  in  grumbs;  but 
sdill  I  vould  den  have  to  dalk  in  voman's  behalf.  Vomen  is  de  fusd  in  love  and  also  de  fust 
in  a  dry-goods  sdore  or  ice-gream  saloon;  she  is  mit  us  in  our  childhood  und  drags  us  up  to 
manhood,  and  who  is  dere  among  us  dot  has  not  had  his  pantaloons  fixed  by  his  mother  afder 
sliding  on  a  cellar  door — "spirit  usfrumenti  boxo  sardini."  But  den  dere  is  a  difference  among 
vomans,  and  dat  is  ven  dey  love:  ven  a  shemale  vas  born  und  reaches  de  tenderloin  age  of 
four  years — (now  I've  got  a  bulldog  dat  vas  four  years  old  last  spring  und  I  bet  he  can  lick  any) 
— I  forgot  I  vas  dalking  of  females  und  got  excited;  but  as  I  vas  saying,  vena  child  is  four 
years  old,  id  loves  id's  moder;  ven  she  gets  dwelve  years  old,  she  loves  ids  farder,  because  he 
dakes  her  to  balls  and  bardies ;  ven  she  gets  aboud  eighteen  years  she  loves  a  young  man ;  afder 
she  marries  him  she  loves  his  pocked,  und  if  her  husband  is  sick  or  feeble  she  loves  to  dress, 
in  black.  Now  my  vife  has  been  dressing  in  black  for  de  last  six  months,  but  I  am  sdill 
healthy,  so  in  leaving  dis  subject  to  your  care  I  vill  simply  say — 


Kerisono  Busto — Bensino  Drinko, 
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UNCLE  JIM'S  COMIC  LECTURE. 

The  advent  of  Col.  Bob  IngersoU  in  Louisville  was  not  unnoticed  by  Uncle  Jim  Johnson, 
a  unique  genius  in  his  way.  Accordingly  he  preached  on  "Hell  and  Moses,"  and  tried  to 
stem  the  current  of  unbelief  which  Col.  Bob  had  started  among  a  few  of  Uncle  Jim's  hearers. 
The  colored  orator  took  for  his  text  the  passage  from  Luke;  "  I  came  to  send  fire  upon  the- 
earth." 

"  I  believe,"  said  he,  "dars  some  ob  you  darkies  here  to-night  dat's  boen  stickin'  up  to 
Massa  Bolt's  religion.  I  has  my  eye  on  you  now.  I  tell  you  now,  as  I  shake  my  finger  at  you, 
dat's  you'se  sliding  down  de  hill  into  de  pit  ob  hell-fire,  an'  unless  somebody  catches  you  by 
de  coat-tails  you'se  gone  niggers.  I  has  you  now  by  de  coat-tails,  holding  you  from  de  burn- 
ing pit;  if  you  don't  belieb  what  I'se  gwine  to  say,  I  lets  you  slip.  You  needn't  try  to  'suade 
yourselves,  in  your  pride  and  vanity  of  spirits,  dat  dare  ain't  no  hell.  Why,  I  sees  de  flames 
circlin'  and  swoopin'  aroun'  you,  now  like  a  hungry  buzzard. 

"Massa  Ingersoll,  in  bis  lecture  on  Hell  and  Moses,  complains  ob  de  lack  ob  science  in 
dem  days.  What  for  dey  want  science  den  ?  hat  did  dey  all  want  wid  our  'vaporations,  and 
'lectricity,  and  sich  'ventions  of  de  day?  Ob  course,  we  whiles  away  de  time  in  scientifics  and 
sich,  an'  we  can't  do  widout  'em.  But  dey  didn't  have  no  use  for  sich  insterments  wayback 
yonder,  in  de  darkness  ob  de  past. 

"  He  say«  in  his  speech  at  de  Op'ra  House,  dat  a  finite  don't  hab  de  permission  to  commit 
a  sin  against  de  Infinite.  Now  dat's  nonsense,  on  de  face  ob  it.  You  go  out  in  de  street  an' 
take  a  razor,  an'  cut  somebody's  troat.  If  you  ain't  got  no  particularity  about  you,  jus'  you  try 
once,  an*  you'll  be  'rested  by  de  policeman,  an'  'sented  before  Massa  Judge  Dupuy.  S'pose  de 
judge  says  to  you:  '  Sambo,  is  you  guilty  or  not  guilty,'  and  suppose  you  say:  'I's  unguilty, 
because you's  a  Infinite  and  I's  a  finite.'  Would  de  judge  be  likely  to  say,  'Take  a  harp  and 
go  your  way  ? ' 

"  I  wants  now  to  call  your  'tention  to  de  flood  an'  de  ark.  Massa  Ingersoll,  he  do  old  Noer 
injustice.  He  says  he  was  not  married  when  he  was  500  years  old.  Now,  dat  wa'n't  Noer's 
blame.  He  couldn't  help  hisself.  Anyhow,  Noer  war  den  what  you  might  specify  a  young 
fellow.  He  wa'n't  as  old  as  he  young  men  ob  twenty  to-day.  De  Bible  didn't  say  nuffln' 
about  his  smokin'  dese  wile  cigars,  nor  'dulgin'  in  'toxicatin'  drinks,  nor  foolin'  wid  bad  girls, 
an'  carryin'  on  like  de  sport  gemmen  do  now.  De  fac'  is,  bredern,  dat  Noer  didn't  hab  de 
'cilities  dat  we  hab.  Massa  Bob  ain't  got  no  rev'rence  for  nuffing,  bredren.  He  has  de  'dacity 
to  'sert  dat  de  'count  ob  de  flood  is  a  lie.  He  uses  figgers,  which  you  all  knows  is  de  biggest 
liars  in  de  world,  to  prove  dat  it  rained  seven  hundred  feet  ebery  day.  Well,  s'pose  it  did  ? 
Now,  den,  you  niggers  belieb  in  Massa  Bob,  if  you  has  de  'dacity," 


COMIC  LECTUEE  ON  MAGNETIC  GIELS. 

The  Geoegia  girl  who  in  a  New  York  theater  is  turning  umbrellas  inside  out,  forcing 
strong  men  to  their  knees,  pushing  them  about  the  room  with  billiard  cues,  and  dislodging 
them  from  chairs  as  fast  as  they  seat  themselves,  is  spoken  of  as  "  the  wonder."  This  implies 
that  she  is  an  extraordinary  phenomenon,  a  novelty,  a'strange  being.    But  is  she? 

When  we  compare  her  accomplishments  with  those  of  other  women,  she  is  not  so  very 
remarkable  after  all.  Not  a  day  passes  that  one  may  not  see  in  nearly  every  State  in  the  Union 
little  women  removing  big  men  from  their  seats— in  the  street  cars.  These  women  do  not 
even  touch  the  seats  as  the  "Georgia  wonder"  does  the  chair.  Their  magnetism  is  so  great 
— if  they  are  young  and  pretty — that  they  need  only  to  enter  a  car  or  a  ferry  boat  in  order  to 
see  half  a  dozen  men  spriEging  to  their  feet  as  if  the  seats  were  made  of  sheet  iron  and  a  fire 
had  suddenly  been  started  under  them.  It  is  noticed,  however,  that  as  women  grow  old  and 
homely  this  magnetism  diminishes  in  force;  and  the  best  it  can  do  is  to  lift  some  middle  aged 
man  very  slowly  and  hesitatingly  from  his  seat. 

It  i3  claimed  for  another  Georgia  girl  that  she  can  easily  raise  a  person  weighing  250 
pounds.  But  it  happens,  not  as  often  as  it  used  to,  that  some  woman,  in  no  way  extraordinary 
for  size  or  strength,  will  raise  a  family  of  twelve  or  fifteen  children  with  apparently  the  greatest 
ease,  some  of  whom,  before  she  gets  done  raising  them,  are  bigger  and  stronger  than  she  is. 
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Women  at  church  fairs  and  festivals  for  the  poor  have  surpassed  the  Georgia  -woman' 
greatest  feats.    With  two  or  three  flowers  wrapped  with  tin-foil  or  two  oysters  in  a  dish  and  a 
slice  of  cake  they  have  raised  out  of  silly  old  millionaires  and  wealthy  dudes  twenty  times  the 
amount  that  they  would  have  given  voluntarily  to  the  same  charity. 

In  these  days,  men  do  not  very  often  go  down  on  their  knees  to  women— except  in  plays 
and  stories— but  time  has  been  when  very  small  women  have,  like  the  Georgia  girl,  brought 
very  big  men  prostrate  before  them  and  keep  them  in  that  position  for  some'time.  The  his- 
torian Gibbon  went  on  his  knees  to  the  lady  afterwards  known  as  Madame  de  Stael,  and  on 
account  of  his  corpulency  couldn't  get  up  again  until  a  servant  came  and  helped  him.  So 
that  even  in  this  respect  the  Georgia  wonder  is  not  so  original  after  all. 

Then  there  was  tue  famous  Helen  of  Troy,  who  drew  a  whole  Grecian  fleet  and  army  sev- 
eral hundred  miles  from  home,  and  Cleopatra,  who  was  so  "magnetic "  that  she  drew  Cffisar 
and  Marc  Antony  with  their  men  and  ships  from  Rome  to  Alexandria. 

Then,  too,  there  are  any  quantity  of  magnetic  girls  whose  feats  are  so  common  that  they 
never  get  their  names  into  the  papers.  The  Georgia  girl,  who  is  exhibiting  her  power  in  a 
New  York  theater,  whirls  men  around  and  round  on  the  stage  until  their  heads  swim  and  their 
hair  and  whiskers  stand  out  straight,  but  she  can't  keep  them  going  more  than  a  minute  or 
two.  The  ordinary  magnetic  girl  of  commerce  will  whirl  men  around  half  the  night  without 
showing  the  slightest  sign  of  fatigue,  and  then  send  them  ofE  into  another  room  for  beef  tea, 
quail,  ice  cream  and  all  the  luxuries  of  the  season.  At  other  times  they  will  make  them  hold 
the  sofa^own  until  "  the  old  man"  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  asks  if  breakfast  is  nearly  ready, 
and  after  they  are  married  "sit  down  hard"  on  these  same  men,  for  staying  out  one-half  as 
late  as  they  used  to  when,  as  girls,  they  exerted  their  magnetic  influence  over  them. 

If,  therefore,  the  Georgia  wonder  expects  to  keep  up  this  excitement  about  her  very  long, 
she  must  do  something  more  than  thousands  of  women  have  done  and  still  do,  without  pro- 
voking any  unusual  attention. 


FISH. 

DELTVEEED  BY  ADD  BTMAN. 

Ladies  and  Gentleman:  I  do  not  come  here  to  shed  the  bright  and  brilliant  rays  of  my 
phenomenal  intellectuality  o'er  the  dark  veil  of  ignorance  that  hangs  like  a  threatening  cloud 
over  your  heads.  I  came  here  to  talk  on  the  siabject  that  interests  you  all.  It  is  FIsJl.  I  in- 
tend to  take  it  bone  by  bone,  and  when  I  get  through,  the  skeleton  of  this  subject  that  so  ex- 
cites the  scientific  world  will  be  all  there  is  left. 

Now,  the  question  arises.  What  is  Fish?  According  to  that  distinguished  authority  on 
draw-poker  and  manipulator  of  Little  Emma  stock,  Hon.  Noah  Schenck,  late  the  Ambassa- 
dorial representative  to  the  dominions  of  Her  Britannic  Majesty,  Fish  is  a  propor  siibstantive 
derived  from  two  Chinese  laundries — Fi  and  Sh.  Both,  when  combined,  form  a  substance 
called  Fish. 

As  a  member  of  the  Socieiy  of  the  Prevention  of  Fish-eating  on  Friday,  I've  been  asked 
who  were  the  first  to  institute  that  historic  custom. 

By  looking  over  the  pages  of  Hoyle,  I  find  they  were  two  gentlemen  from  Jerusalem  named 
Moses  and  Aaron. 

The  Moses  referred  to  is  not  the  Moses  of  whom  many  of  our  serious-chronics  warble  and 
anxiously  ask,  "Where  was  Moses  when  the  light  was  out?"  Neither  is  Aaron  the  uncle  of 
whom  we  occasionally  seek,  and  who  puts  up  at  the  inn  of  the  Three  Golden  Balls. 

No  !  they  were  two  people  of  whom  Bob  IngersoU  makes  a  thousand  dollars  a  night  trying 
to  prove  that  they  did  not  exist  at  all. 

Fish,  my  dear  friends,  was  discovered  in  the  year  4-11-44,  B.  D.  K. — that  is,  before  Denis 
Kearney. 

It  possesses  in  a  superabundant  degree  the  chemical  element  called  phosphorous,  which 
all  medical  men  assert  strengthens  and  develops  the  brain. 

While  expounding  this  theory  to  a  member  of  the  profession — of  which  I  am  proud  to  be 
a  member — who  sings  about — 
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"My  girl  is  as  hantlsme  as  a  fairy, 
And  her  father  keeps  a  dairy,  etc.,  etc.," 

and  then  throws  a  double  somersault  and  stands  on  the  back  of  his  neck  to  prove  it,  I  was 
asked  a  question. 

He  says,  "Cul,  I  want  to  be  interlectual.    I  know  I  throw  a  good  double  and  a  twister. 
But  I  want  to  be  a  lergit.    You  say  fish  is  good  for  the  interlectual  powers.    How  much  would 
I  have  to  eat  a  day  to  get  a  bang  up,  first  class  set  of  brains  ?" 
I  told  him  that  a  whale  or  two  a  day  would  do  to  start  with. 

Now,  some  time  ago  I  engaged  in  the  discussion  as  to  whether  Johna  enjoyed  his  residence 
in  Oil  City. 

During  his  occupancy  of  the  interior  department — if  the  New  York  Herald  report  of  the 
affair  is  correct — he  was  the  first  Hebrew  gentleman  expelled  from  the  Manhattan  Beach 
Hotel  Bus  of  taking  a  long  drink  of  water.    Mackerel  is  a  very  dry  fish. 

As  those  of  you,  who  are  not  members  of  the  distinguished  society  that  I  represent — may 
have  observed,  fish  is  composed  principally  of  bones;  and  a  juicy  porter-house  steak  of  the 
southeast  tcorner  of  a  red  herring  is  as  hard  to  find  as  a  United  States  Senator  who  does  not 
play  seven-up. 

These  bones  are  apt  to  create  disturbance  when,  as  in  my  case,  your  offspring  consists  of 
a  pair,  and  the  dear  twins  swallow  a  mackerel  bone  at  the  same  time.  While  trying  to  relieve 
one  the  other  turns  black.  You  rush  from  him  to  the  other,  and  the  dear  infant  you  first 
tried  to  relieve  assumes  all  the  colors  of  the  rainbow,  till  in  despair  you  compromise  the  ques- 
tion by  letting  both  the  cherubs  choke. 

This  is  only  one  of  the  many  advantages  offish-eating.  I  fed  my  respected  mother-in-law 
on  a  fish  diet  for  several  years,  but  the  patent  double-action  jaws  of  the  old  lady  masticated 
all  the  bones,  and  I  had  not  the  satisfaction  of  beholding  her  a  case  for  the  coroner. 

The  shark,  according  to  all  piscatorial  authorities,  is  the  John  L.  Sullivan  of  the  fish  family 
— that  is,  in  point  of  savageness,  or  a  four  round  fight,  with  soft  gloves,  it  can  knock  all  the 
other  members  of  the  fish  family  out. 

Yet  I  differ  from  most  fishtists  by  asserting  that  the  land  shark,  in  catching  that  class  of 
fish  vulgarly  called  suckers,  can  discount  his  namesake  whose  private  residence  is  in  the  briny- 
deep. 

Now  I  could  stand  on  this  rostrum  and  elucidate  this  great  and  glorious  topic  for  years, 
but  as  the  old  Latin  phrase  goes,  iempusfu  git  (time  flies),  so  I  will  conclude  by  saying  that. 
Fish  is  Fish. 


AMERICA'S  SPORTS  AND  PASTIMES.* 

Ladies  AND  Gentlfmen:  The  subject  I  have  chosen  for  my  discourse  this  evening  is 
America,  its  sports  and  pastimes,  and  I  can  safely  say,  that  during  the  whole  course  of  my 
lectures  delivered  in  this  cily  this  season,  none  will  portray  the  peculiarities  and  nonsensicali- 
ties  of  our  great  nation  more  fully  than  the  one  who  now  takes  the  pleasure  of  disgusting  you. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  but  that  America  was  discovered,  therefore  I  will  now  turn  my 
attention  to  the  sports  and  pastimes  of  her  people;  but  before  proceeding  any  farther,  I  will 
say  in  justice  to  myself,  that  it  has  been  reported  through  the  city  by  a  certain  Baxter  street 
merchant  and  draper,  that  this  lecture  was  written  by  Charles  Dickens,  but  I  deny  the  Allega- 
tion in  the  language  of  the  extemporaneous  poet: 

Sing  high  !  Sing  low  !  I'll  never  deceive, 
But  sing  to  the  tune  of  Adam  and  Eve. 

If  Charles  Dickens  had  written  this  lecture,  I  wouldn't  give  him  credit  for  it.  What  has 
he  ever  done  to  benefit  this  country  ?  Did  he  contribute  a  cent  toward  the  fat  men's  ball? 
Or  the  opening  of  Hell  Gate  for  the  benefit  of  Boston?  Not  a  bit  of  it.  But  let  us  return  to 
our  subject.  Perhaps  we  differ  from  all  nations  on  the  face  of  the  globe  as  regards  amuse- 
ments.   We  indulge  in  them ;  we  enjoy  them;  and  we  patronize  them.    Andvrhy?   For  the 
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Tery  simple  reason  that  if  we  had  no  amusement  with  the  ladies  in  Skating  Rinks  by  which  we 
could  for  a  few  hours  forget  the  very  day  routine  of  business  life — I  say,  if  we  had  no  amuse- 
ment by  which  for  a  few  hours  we  could  forget  our  business,  how  much  we  would  think  of  our 
"business.  Skating  Einks  is  a  favorite  auusement  of  our  people,  and  one  that  should  be  en- 
couraged by  everybody,  and  especially  by  the  married  men  of  this  city. 

Every  married  man  should  also  become  a  member  of  a  base  ball  club,  in  order  that  he 

may  become  familiarized  with  home  runs  at  night.    As  my  friends  Anna  Dickinson,  Mrs. 

Dr.  Mary  Walker  and  other  pantaloonitics  have  remarked,  "man's  inhumanity  toman,  makes 
more  countless  thousands — than  if  he  knew  the  result."  And  while  on  the  subject  of  Grecian 
Bend — I  mean  Woman's  Suffrage — I  feel  it  my  duty  to  do  all  I  can  to  solicit  your  endeavors  to 
promote  their  great  and  j'lorionsj  cause.  They  ask  but  little;  they  wish  you  to  devide  your 
officers  in  time  of  peace,  and  the  soldier's  honor  in  time  of  war. 

Therefore,  comply  with  their  wish.  In  time  of  peace  let  them  look  after  and  regulate  the 
mails  (males),  and  when  the  chilly  blasts  of  war  blows  in  our  ears,  divide  your  arms  in  them, 
■divide  your  muskets,  give  the  bayon«t,  the  ramrod  and  band  to  the  men,  and  I  am  sure  the 
"woman  will  be  satisfied  with  the  bretch  (breech)es. 

*  A  stump  speech  written  and  delivered  by  Add  Ryman. 


HAED  TIMES. 

COMIC  LECTUBE  BY  JACOBDS  SNOWBALL. 

Deae  Geumblees:  In  'cordance  wid  my  promise,  I  will  spoke  to  you  dis  ebenin'on  de  per- 
wailin'  epidemic  ob  de  day.  You  will  find  my  tex'  on  de  tongs  ob  eberybody  in  de  community 
from  de  millionmare  down  to  de  licensed  vender  man.  It  am  written  in  unmistakable  charac- 
ters and  deep  lines  on  de  phiz's  ob  de  poor,  and  in  de  anxious  faces  ob  de  rich.  It  am  none  as 
Hard  Times. 

"  Ifs  hard  times,"  tink  de  merchant's  lady,  as  she  alights  from  her  carriage,  decked  in  a  two 
thousand  dollar  set  ob  diamonds,  thousand  dollar  set  of  furs,  hundred  dollar  dress,  and  deli- 
cate opera  cloak.  It's  hard  times— husband  couldn't  afford  no  greater  display,  times  am  so 
"berry  hard.  ^ 

"  Ifs  hard  iimes,"  says  the  buckish  clerk  in  the  Shanghie  coat,  as  he  orders  oysters  and 
champagne — "  Two  dozen  oysters  cooked  in  warious  ways,  and  only  one  half-pint  bottle  of 
H'desick;  times  is  hard,  and  I  can't  afford  luxuries." 

"  It's  hard  times,"  says  de  feller  as  he  pours  down  Old  Hennessy  at  25  cents  de  nip.  "De 
Lord  only  knows  what  we  am  coming  to." 

"  It's  hard  times,"  says  defo-p  to  de  tailor,  "and  you  must  wait."  "Hadn't  you  better 
wer  out  your  ole  close?"  says  de  tailor,  "  till  your  finances  improbe  a  little,  and  de  times  git 
softer?"'  "  Can't  afford  it,"  says  de  fop,  "  must  hab  de  Shanghie.  I  can't  afford  to  lose  my 
position,  and  look  as  doe  I  worked  for  a  libin'." 

"It's  hard  iimes,"  says  de  capitalist,  as  he  buttons  up  his  coat.  "  I  guess  I'll  lock  up  what 
gold  and  silver  I  hab  in  a  wait,  and  luff  no  man  hab  it,  kase  all  de  noosepapers  says  it's  hard 
times  and  wus  a  comin'.    I'll  lock  up  my  money,  kase  dere  am  no  noein  who  to  trust." 

"  It's  hard  times,"  says  de  Bank  fellers,  who  hab  bin  libin'  too  fast,  "  and  I  must  eder  re- 
trench, or  Skiler.  I  can't  retrench  and  go  in  good  society  arterwards,  but  I  can  default,  and 
in  two  seasons  all  am  forgotten.    I'll  Skiler  kase  it  pays  best." 

"We  must  take  advantage  ob  de  times,"  says  de  business  man,  "  and  cut  down  de  wages 
ob  de  workman — now  is  de  time,  when  noosepapers,  preachermen,  lawyers,  and  eberybody 
am  crying  hard  times." 

So  down  goes  de  wages,  and  down  comes  de  tears  ob  de  workman's  children  for  bread  at 
de  same  time— so,  you  see  de  poor  man  and  his  family  do  all  de  sufferin'  and  de  rich  all  de 
.jawin'.    Dere  am  no  mistake,  de  times  am  so  hard  you  can  bite  it. 
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THE  BAD  BOY  IN  HISTORY. 

I  Many  years  ago  there  lived  in  New  Haven  a  very  bad  boy.  He  was  born  145  years  ago, 
land  as  he  is  now  dead  I  feel  at  liberty  to  write  his  biography.  Sometimes  it  is  perfectly  tire- 
Isome  waiting  for  a  man  to  die,  so  that  you  will  feel  perfectly  safe  in  saying  what  you  think  of 
him;  but  if  he  happens  to  be  a  large,  robust  man  it  certainly  pays  to  do  it. 

This  boy  was  known  far  and  wide  as  the  meanest  and  notoriously,  hopelessly  bad  boy  in 
Connecticut.  No  other  boy  had  any  claims  whatever  when  he  was  around,  and  for  years  he 
carried  the  belt.  He  knew  all  the  little  fine  tricks  of  meanness  and  cruelty  at  the  age  of  twelve 
years  that  it  generally  takes  a  lifetime  to  acquire.  Where  others  studied  all  day  hard  to  devise 
new  kinds  of  wickedness,  and  lay  on  their  stomachs  nights  by  the  light  of  a  pine  knot  and 
patiently  worked  out  the  more  difficult  problems  of  meanness  and  lawlessness,  this  lad  seemed 
to  breathe  it  all  in  the  very  air.  His  wonderful  genius  as  a  successful  bad  boy  was  remarked 
by  those  who  did  not  know  him  at  all.    He  was  a  prodigy  of  wickedness,  a  miracle  of  meanness. 

He  loved  to  get  little  boys  into  his  hands  and  then  duck  them  or  scare  them  out  of  their 
senses.  He  succeeded  in  crippling  several  little  schoolmates,  and  blew  out  the  teacher's  eye 
with  a  cannon  firecracker  one  day.  He  loved  to  see  his  little  friends  fall  into  his  traps,  and 
very  few  of  his  most  intimate  friends  succeeded  in  dying  a  natural  death. 

I  could  go  on  for  page  after  page,  telling  of  the  funny  pranks  of  this  bad  boy,  if  I  choose 
to,  and  it  would  make  you  laugh  till  the  tears  rolled  down  your  cheeks  to  read  how  he  filled 
"the  asylum  and  the  hospital  and  the  cemetery  with  his  friends. 

Whenever  any  of  the  dogs  saw  this  humorous  boy  they  would  conceal  their  tails  as  far  as 
possible  and  go  to  Canada  till  the  bad  boy  had  grown  up  or  died. 

He  was  a  great  lover  of  fun,  and  in  one  evening  scared  three  little  girls  with  a  skull  covered 
with  phosphorous  and  worked  by  machinery  so  that  they  had  fits  all  their  lives.  He  knew  of 
more  ways  to  produce  a  laugh  and  scare  a  child  into  fits  than  any  boy  of  his  age  in  Connecti- 
cut, and  you  must  remember  that  this  happened  over  100  years  ago,  when  boys  didn't  have  the 
advantages  they  have  now. 

Year  after  year  he  lived  on,  just  as  full  of  the  "  old  scratch  "  as  ever.  Now  and  then  he 
would  burn  a  barn,  just  to  see  the  cows  scatter  and  watch  the  farmer  hustle  out  in  his  shirt 
■with  a  pail  of  water. 

But  observe  how  the  prophecies  of  his  neighbors  failed.  It  ought  to  encourage  every  bad 
"boy  in  the  United  States  to-day,  whose  relatives  and  friends  speak  harshly  of  him.  This  lad  at 
last  grew  to  be  a  man,  and  was  known  all  over  the  civilized  world.  His  name  is  familiar  to 
every  one,  and  in  the  history  of  our  great  land  you  will  find  a  long  account  of  him,  and  still 
lie  had  the  reputation  of  pulling  frogs  to  pieces  while  they  were  alive,  and  of  leaving  mud  tur- 
tles on  the  track  for  the  passenger  train  so  that  he  could  hear  them  pop,  and  of  putting  kittens 
on  the  kitchen  stove  to  watch  them  while  they  danced. 

Bad  boy,  do  not  be  discouraged.  Hope  on,  for  there  may  be  a  future  for  you.  Do  not 
lose  hope  when  yoiir  parents  talk  back  at  you.  You  have  just  as  good  a  chance  to  be  known 
all  over  the  world  as  the  boy  of  whom  I  have  told  you.  He  was  poor  too.  He  had  to  sow  his 
"wild  oats  first,  as  you  say,  but  he  steadily  worked  his  way  on,  until  at  the  time  of  his  death  he 
was  known  wherever  the  English  language  is  spoken  as  IBenedict  Arnold,  and  everybody 
wanted  to  see  him  very  much  indeed.  Even  the  Sheriff,  who  wouldn't  recognize  him  at  all 
when  he  was  a  boy,  walked  for  miles  and  miles  to  find  him  and  converse  with  him,  and  when 
he  got  there  Mr.  Arnold  wasn't  at  home.  He  had  thought  of  something  in  England  that  he 
wanted  to  go  and  get. — Bill  Nye. 


WE  AEE  ALL  FOOLISH.' 

Friends,  Romans,  CoTJNTE"rMEN :  When  I  call  you  Romans,  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  you've 
been  roamin'  around  the  country  in  search  of  a  meal;  when  I  call  you  countrymen,  I  don't 
mean  to  assert  that  you  have  hayseed  in  your  hair,  and  when  you  come  to  the  city  you  think 
a  banana  is  a  prize  package  with  a  fourteen  karat  Bulgarian  diamond,  a  circular-saw  and  a 
picture  of  the  Brooklyn  Bridge  inside  it. 

I  merely  call  you  Romans  because  I  belong  to  Rome,  New  York,  and  I  thought  I  gave  every 
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man  of  you  five  dollars  for  your  vote  the  last  time  I  ran  for  the  honorable,  but  disagreeable! 
position  of  Inspector  of  Striped  Stockings  at  the  Court  of  the  Sultan  of  Koast  Turkey.  1 

Now,  I  call  you  countrymen,  because  unless  you  were  green  yon  would  not  listen  to  xneM 

Now  I  tell  you  you  are  foolish;  so  am  I  foolish.  But  I  get  paid^for  being  foolish,  so  I'nl 
not  such  a  fool  as  I  look.  *"  | 

In  my  capacity  as  practitioner  at  the  bar  I  come  across  a  great  many  cases— hard  caseJ 
that  are  ambitious  to  practice  at  the  bar  themselves.  I  cleared  a  man  who  killed  bis  mother  J 
in-law;  he  hit  her  in  the  southeast  corner  of  the  jaw,  and  the  concussion  of  the  blow  causeM 
her  to  swallow  her  false  teeth,  and  as  she  stopped  breathing  she  stopped  living.  The  judgel 
said  he  was  foolish  and  he  let  him  go.  Instead  of  hitting  her  with  his  hand  he  should  have! 
hit  her  with  an  axe.  1 

The  other  day  I  read  in  the  papers  that  a  fellow  named  Marvin  was  arrested  for  having-] 
twenty-seven  wives.    I  say,  Mr.  Marvin  thought  he  was  smart,  but  I  say  he  was  foolish. 
Speaking  from  an  extended  and  rattier  disagreable  experience,  I  know  I  was  foolish  for  marry- ' 
ing  one.  My  wife  says  when  I  roll  home  about  the  time  that  the  vender  of  pure  Orange  County 
milk  is  watering  his  stock  at  the  town  pump,  she  says  that  I'm  a  fool,  and  shes  a  bigger  on& 
than  me.    If  five  thousand  dollars  would  cure  her  I'd  rather  give  it  to  her. 

Croker  is  a  smart  man;  but  I  say  he's  foolish,  cv  else  he  wouldn't  try  to  carry  the 
whole  State  of  New  York  in  his  pocket. 

Now,  Bob  Ingersoll  thinks  himself  smart  also;  bvit  I  say  he's  foolish.  I  assert  that  the 
report  that  he  circulates  that  old  Satan  has  abolished  the  fire  department  in  the  place  below  is 
foolish,  and  when  Bob  cashes  in  his  checks  and  is  tonstetl  like  a  sirloin  steak  ou  the  horn  on 
the  top  of  Old  Nick's  pitchfork,  he'll  find  out  he  was  foolish  and  take  back  all  he  said. 

Now  I  could  stay  here  (if  the  police  would  let  me)  and  prove  that  we  smart  Yankees  are 
fools.  Still  we  beat  the  world.  We  beat  the  English  on  cotton  goods;  we  beat  the  Irish  on 
bad  whisky;  the  Germans  on  sour  kraut  and  Italian  beer;  in  fact,  we  beat  everybodj\  We 
raise  bigger  beats,  and  more  of  them  in  this  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  Chinese  slave, 
than  any  other  nation  in  the  world. 

Now,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  I've  been  talking  like  a  fool,  and  you  very  foolishly  listened  to 
me.  I  say  the  rich  are  fools,  the  poor  are  fools,  we  are  all  fools,  and  I'm  the  biggest  darn, 
fool  of  the  whole  business. 

*A  Sidewalk  Oration  delivered  by  the  Roscoe  Conkling  of  Jlinstrelsy,  the  Great,[,the  Only,  the  Uuapproacha- 

ble  HUGHET  DOUGHEETY. 


UNCLE  STEVE'S  STUMP  SPEECH. 

Gentlemen  and  Fellee-Citizens: — I  am  a  long  ways  from  home,  rope,  bridle,  meal  bag 
for  a  saddle;  to  ax  you  to  send  me  to  the  Legislature.  Feller-citizens,  you  all  know  "old 
Steve."  Whar  was  there  a  cow  in  a  bog,  hog  in  a  crack,  that  I  didn't  get  'em  out  ?  Whar  was 
"  old  Steve  "  when  de  Ingins  was  tearing  de  hair  of'n  the  heads  of  your  wives  an'  de  children, 
and  makin'  fiddle  bows  of  it  ?  Wadin'  through  the  cypress  up  to  my  mouth  in  the  saw-grass, 
mud  and  tadpoles,  shoutin'  at  de  red  devils  in  the  language  of  General  Jackson,  sic  transit 
gloria  mumli  !  Boys,  you  knows  me,  'cause  your  grandaddies  did  before  you.  I  was  born  and 
suckered  among  you.  I  was  here  when  the  Spanish  tuck  down  their  flag;  was  here  when 
Jackson  give  the  Ingins  particular,  and  treated  him  to  as  good  a  glass  of  whiskey  and  stryknine 
as  any  man  ever  drunk.  And  when  old  Tom  Jefferson  sent  for  me  to  go  to  Washington,  I  was 
still  here,  with  fifteen  children  and  as  good  a  boss  as  any  man  ever  rid,  only  she  was  blind 
I  and  had  the  belluses.  Yes,  feller-citizens,  I've  inherited  the  office,  and  knows  you're  a  gwine 
to  give  it  to  me.  Feller-citizens,  I'm  none  of  your  grammar  men,  and  knows  nothin'  o'  jaw- 
brakin'  words,  but  edecation  dusn't  make  the  man,  because  'tisn't  what  Washington  sed  in  his 
farewell  address,  ad  caUingdum,  bona  defuncii  ! 

Kin  you  beat  dat?  Wasn't  he  right,  and  ain't  that  my  hand?  Feller-citizens,  jest  put  me 
in  the  Legislature  ef  you  want  to  see  a  whole  team.  I'll  turn  New  York  upside  down,  bust  up 
the  railrord  system,  turn  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  into  the  Hudson  river,  and  build  a  bridge  to  the 
city  of  New  Orleans  —that's  me,  that's  "old  Steve  "  up  to  de  back-bone.  Legis  non  capti  horti- 
culorum  robis,  as  Lord  Coke  sed  when  he  lived  at  the  cross  roads.    Yes,  f eliew-citizens,  I'm  a 
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■whole  team  waggin,  driver,  and  all,  and  Vfhen  you  send  me  to  Albany,  ef  dey  don't  divide 
Hoboken  I'll  bring  the  old  place  down  here  and  make  a  gin  house  out'n  it.  And  now,  feller- 
citizens,  I've  explained  my  pints  and  yer  knows  what  I'm  at— I'm  in  for  splitting  up  Jersey, 
for  in  a  little  while  the  place  '11  be  so  big  yew  can't  find  the  way  home.  I'll  have  the  court- 
house at  my  place,  I'll  be  Judge.  I  hain't  a  lawyer,  but  then  I  hearn  'em  talk  in  court;  and 
when  you  want  to  settle  a  pint  come  to  me  and  I  won't  charge  you  a  red — for,  as  Blackstone 
says  in  his  Comtories,  Cujus  ad  solumjus  temrum  plexio  ad  selum.  Aint  I  sum  ?  And  now, 
feller-citizens,  give  me  your  votes,  for  blame  my  buttons  ef  I  hain't  the  man  ye've  been  look- 
in'  for  all  the  time  ! — '  Lect  me,  an'  wen  I  get  to  be  guvner  I'll  give  you  sum  of  the  best  old  rye, 
in  the  country.  All  you've  got  to  do  is  to  come  to  the  polls,  put  your  tickets  in  the  box,  an' 
like  the  American  Eagle  which  roosted  on  the  head  of  Queen  Victoria,  we'll  spread  our  wings 
and  shout  to  the  bammy  breezes,  "  Multum  in  parrofacit  perse  .'" 


"THE  HARP  OF  A  THOUSAND  STRINGS. "—COMIC  LECTURE. 

I  MAY  say  to  j'o,  my  brethering,  that  I  am  not  an  edecated  man,  an'  I  am  not  one  o'  them 
that  beleeves  edecation  is  necessary  for  a  gospel  minister,  fur  I  beleeve  the  Lord  edecates  his 
preachers  jest  as  he  wants 'em  to  be  edecated;  and  although  I  say  it  that  oughtn't  to  say  it, 
yet  in  the  State  of  Indianny,  whar  I  live,  thar's  no  man  as  gits  a  bigger  congregation  nor  what 
I  gits. 

Thar  may  be  some  here  to-day,  my  brethering,  as  don't  know  what  persuasion  I  am  uv. 
"Well,  I  may  say  to  you,  my  brethering,  that  I  am  a  Hard-Shell  Baptist.  Thar's  some  folks  as 
don't  like  the  Haxd-Shell  Baptists,  but  I'd  rather  hev  a  hard  shell  as  no  shell  at  all.  You  see  me 
hereto-day,  my  brethering,  dressed  up  in  line  close;  you  mout  think  I  was  proud,  but  I  am 
not  proud,  my  brethering;  and  although  I've  been  a  preacher  of  the  gospelfor  twenty  years, 
and  although  I'm  capting  uv  that  flat-boat  that  lies  a  your  landing,  I'm  not  pioud,  my 
brethering. 

I'm  not  gwine  ter  tell  yo\i  edzackly  whar  my  tex  may  be  found:  sufSce  it  tu  say,  It's  in  the 
leds  of  the  Bible,  and  you'll  find  it  somewhar  'tween  the  fust  chapter  of  the  book  of  Genera- 
tion, and  the  last  chapter  of  the  book  of  Revolutions,  and  ef  you'll  go  and  sarch  the  Scripturs, 
you'll  not  only  find  my  tex  thar,  but  a  great  many  other  texes  as  will  do  you  good  to  read;  and 
my  tex,  when  you  shill  find  it,  you  shill  find  it  to  read  thus: 

And  he  played  on  a  harp  uv  a  thousand  strings— sperits  of  just  men  made  perfeck. 

My  tex,  brethering,  leads  me  to  speak  uv  sperits.  Now  thar's  a  great  many  kind  of  sperita 
in  the  world — in  the  fust  place,  thar's  the  sperits  as  som  folks  call  ghosts;  then  thar's  the 
sperits  uv  turpen^ime/  and  then  thar's  the  sperits  as  some  folks  call  liquor,  and  I've  got  as 
good  artikel  uv  them  kind  uv  sperits  on  my  flat-boat  as  ever  was  fetched  down  the  Mississippi 
River;  but  thar's  a  great  many  other  kind  of  sperits,  for  the  tex  says:  'He  played  on|,aharp 
uv  a  thou-shnd  strings— sperits  of  just  men  made  perfeck.' 

But  I'll  tell  you  the  kind  uv  sperits  as  is  ment  in  the  tex — it's  fire.  That  is  the  kind  of 
sperits  as  is  ment  in  the  tex,  my  bretheriug.  Now  thar's  a  great  many  kinds  uv  fire  in  the 
world.  In  the  fust  place,  thar's  the  common  sort  uv  tire  you  light  a  cigar  or  pipe  with,  and 
then  thar's  camfire,  fire  before  you're  ready  to  fall  back,  and  many  other  kinds  uv  fire,  for  the 
tex  ses:    '  He  played  on  a  harp  uv  a  thousand,  strings— sperits  uv  just  men  made  perfeck.' 

But  I'll  tell  you  the  kind  uv  fire  as  is',  ment  in  the  tex,  my  brethering— it's  hell-fire  !  and 
that's  the  kind  of  fire  as  a  great  many  of  you'll  come  to,  ef  you  don't  do  better  nor  what  you 
have  bin  doin' — for  '  He  played  on  a  harp  uv  a  i/iow-sand  strings — sperits  uv  just  men  made 
perfeck.' 

Now,  the  different  sorts  uvfire  in  the  world  maybe  likened  unto  the  different  persuasions 
in  the  world.  In  the  first  place,  we  have  the  'Piscapalions,  and  they  are  a  high  sailin'  and  a 
highfalutin'  set,  and  they  may  be  likened  unto  a  turkey-buzzard,  that  flies  up  into  the  air,  and 
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lie  goes  Tip  and  up  till  he  looks  no  bigger  than  yonr  finger-nail,  and  the  fnst  thing  you  know, 
he  cums  down  and  down,  and  is  a  fillin'  himself  on  the  karkiss  of  a  dead  hoss  by  the  side  ut 
the  road— and  *  He  played  on  a  harp  uv  a  ihou-s&nd  strings— sperits  of  j^ist  men  made  perfeck.  * 

And  den  thar's  the  Methodis,  and  they  may  be  likened  unto  the  squirril  rimnin"  up  into  a 
tree,  for  the  Methodis  believes  in  gwine  on  from  one  degree  uv  grace  to  another,  and  finally 
on  to  perfeckshun;  and  the  squirrel  he  goes  up  and  up,  and  he  jumps  from  lim'  to  lim'  and 
branch  to  branch,  and  the  fust  thing  you  know  he  falls,  and  down  he  comes  kerflummux;  and 
that's  like  the  Methodis,  for  they  is  allersfallin'  from  Grace,  ah  !  And  '  He  plaved  on  a  harp 
of  a  i^ow-sand  strings— sperits  of  just  men  made  perfeck.' 

And  then,  my  brethering,  thar's  the  Baptist,  ah  !  and  they  hevbin  likened  unto  a  'possum 
on  a  'eimmon  tree,  and  the  thunders  may  roll,  and  then  the  earth  may  quake  but  that  possum 
clings  there  still,  ah  !  And  you  may  shake  one  foot  loose,  and  the  other's  thar;  and  you  may 
shake  all  feet  loose,  and  he  laps  his  tail  around  the  lim',  and  he  clings  furever — for  '  He  played 
on  a  harp  of  a  </iou-sand  strings — sperits  of  just  men  made  perfeck.' 

If  you  want  to  make  old  Satan  run. 

Play  on  the  golden  harp  ! 
Just  shoot  him  with  the  gospel  gun. 

Play  on  the  golden  harp  ! 
Play  on  the  golden  harp  !  play  on  the  golden  harp  !" 

Anon. 


JOSH  BILLINGS'  LECTURE  ONTO  MUSIK, 

"  Musickhath  charms  to  sooth  a  savage. 
To  rend  a  rock  or  split  a  kabbage." 

So  tha  tell  me,  but  i  shud  rather  try  a  revolver  on  the  savage,  a  blast  ov  powder  on  thd 
rok,  and  good  sharp  vinegar  on  the  kabbage.  I  haint  searched  history  tew  diskiver  who  giv 
the  first  consert  ov  musik.  We  are  told,  that  in  those  days,  '  the  stars  sang  together,"  but  in 
these  (Za?/s  yu  kant  git  stars  tew  sing  together.  We  often  hear  it  said,  "  that  such  a  person  haz 
a  good  ear  for  musik."  I  don't  fellership  this  remark;  awl  a  person  wants  ter  understand 
musik  with,  is  a  good  soul ;  a  "  good  ear  "  haint  got  enny  more  tew  du  with  it  than  a  good 
sett  ov  brains  has  tu  do  with  charity.  Musical  crickets  insist  that  if  the  gammut  haint  rite, 
the  musik  aint  rite;  tnis  is  awl  nonsense;  the  gammut  haint  got  enny  more  ter  du  with  a 
musik-hungry  man,  than  a  knife  and  fork  has  with  his  dinner,  if  he  is  real  hungry  he  can  eat 
with  his  fingers.  Musik  want  got  up  to  make  us  wise,  but  better  natured.  How  much  opera 
musik  dew  you  suppose  it  wud  taik  tu  make  a  man  cry?  Folks  will  tell  yu  that  such  an 
''overture  fria  dabulo  "  (or  sum  utherfurrin  big  named  thing)  *'  waz  most  heavenly  rendered," 
tha  mite  as  well  tell  me  that  a  pumkin  pie  was  heavenly  rendered*  What  do  i  care  about  the 
rendering,  if  i  dont  git  a  piece  ov  the  pie?  Let  some  Prime  Donner,  or  Mezzer  Soapraner,  or 
Barrytown  Base,  or  some  sich  latin  individual,  cum  into  this  village,  and  histe  their  flag,  and 
hev  a  programmy  ov  singing  as  long  as  a  sarch  warrant,  and  as  hard  tu  spell  as  a  Chinese  pro- 
klamashunritten  upside  down,  and  taxed  seventy-five  cents  for  a  preserved  seat,  and  moste 
«vrybody  will  go  to  hear  it,  bekause  moste  evrybody  else  dus,  and  will  sa,  evry  now  and  then, 
(out  loud)  "how bewitching !  how  delishus  !  how  egstatick  !"  and  nineteen  out  ov  evry  twenty- 
one  ov  thera  wouldn't  kno  it  if  the  performance  was  a  burlesk  on  their  grandmother. 

Wouldn't  it  be  fun  tew  cee  one  ov  theze  opera  singers  undertake  ter  rock  a  baby  tu  sleep  ? 
i  gess  thare  wud  be  two  parts  carried  tu  that  song  about  that  time.  Suppoze  yu  shud  come 
home  at  nite,  a  weary  boy,  and  la  yure  bed  in  mother's  lap,  and  she  shud  let  out  a  opera,  good 
Lord !  wouldn't  you  think  yure  mother  was  a  lunatic,  or  ought  to,  be  one  at  onst,  tu  save  her 
karacter.    "Korrect  taist,"  iz  anutherbig  wurd;  ive  herd  folks  uze  it  whose  finger  nales 
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"wauted  cleaning.  Musik,  after  all,  is  sum  thing  like  vittels,  the  more  cooking  and  seasoning: 
we  uze,  the  more  we  have  to  hav,  till  after  awhile  we  kant  enjoy  ennything  ov  the  vittels  but 
the  pepper.  Opera  don't  hav  enny  more  loosening  affeck  on  me,  than  caster  ile  wnd  on  a 
graven  image.  I  set  and  gaze,  and  hark,  and  cee  the  whole  aujence  in  hirogliphicks,  and  awl 
i  kan  do  iz  tu  git  mad  thatsich  stuff  is  called  musik.  But  awl  the  reasoning  in  the  wnrld  wont 
convince  menny  people  that  tha  haint  got  a  rite  tew  go  intu  fits  over  an  opera  tha  don't  under- 
stand ov;  it  iz  the  fasnion  tew  expire andhavtheir  souls dissolveinlatinat  therateov  seventy- 
five  cents,  and  it  haz  got  to  be  did,  "  sink  or  swim,  survive  or  perish."  If  enny  boddy  wants 
tu  go  and  hear  a  man  or  woman  disgorge  musik,  that  has  more  kolik  than  melody  into  it,  1  sup- 
pose (under  the  constitushun)  tha  hav  jistthe  same  rite  tew  crusifi  themselves  ennyuther  wa^ 
for  sumbody's  else  sins  that  tha  don't  kno  the  natur  of. 


DE  FEUITS  OF  EVIL 


A  COMIC  LECTDKE,  BY  HUGHEX  DOUGHEBTY. 

Beeddeen  an'  Sisteen:  I'se  gwine  to  gib  you  what  I  hope  will  prove  to  you  a/mi^ful  dis- 
coarse, — de  subject  am  dat  ob  apples.  Dem  ob  my  hearers  dat  only  look  upon  the  apple  wid 
an  eye  to  apple  sass,  apple  fritters,  apple  pies,  apple  dumplins,  an'  apple  toddies,  will  hardly 
be  able  to  comprestand  de  oppZecation  ob  my  lectar, — to  dem  I  leab  de  peelins,  an'  direct  de 
seeds  of  my  discoarse,  to  such  as  hab  souls  above  apple  dumplins  an'  taste  above  apple  tarts. 

Now  de  apple,  accordin'to  Linnseous,  the  Phleabotanist,  am  a  Fruit  originally  exported 
from  Adam's  apple-orchard  in  the  Garden  ob  Eden,  an'  made  indiggenous  in  ebery  climate 
'cept  de  north  pole  an'  its  neighboren  territory  de  Bolly  holly  cdis. 

De  apple  accordin'  to  those  renowned  Lexuraco-graphers,  Samuel  Johnson,  Danuel  Web- 
ster, an'  Doctor  Skeleton  McKensie,  am  de  2J'J-'>'us  molus,  which  means  "  To  be  moulded  into 
pies. 

Well  you  all  know  dat  de  apple  tree  was  de  sacred  vegetable  ob  de  Garden  ob  Eden  till  de 
sly  an'  insinuvatin'  sea-sarpent  crawled  out  ob  de  river  on  Friday  mornen,  bit  off  an  apple, 
made  "  apple-jack,"  handed  de  jug  to  Eve,  she  took  a  sip,  den  handed  it  to  Adam, — Adam  took 
anoder,  by  which  bof e  got  topseycated  an'  fell  down  de  hill  ob  Paradise,  an'  in  consequence 
darof,  de  whole  woman  race  an'  human  race  fell  down  casmash,  like  speckled  apples  from  a 
tree  in  a  stormado.  Oh  !  what  a  fall  was  dar,  my  hearers,  when  you  an'  me,  an'  I,  an'  all 
drapt  down  togedder,  an'  de  sarpent  flapped  his  forked  tongue  in  fatissaction. 

But  arter  all,  my  hearers,  dat  terrible  fall  was  not  de  fault  of  de  fruit  ob  de  apple,  but  de 
abuse  ob  it;  for  de  apple  am  a  very  great  wegetable,  corden  as  we  use  it  or  abuse  it.  De  apple 
has  been  de  fruit  ob  great  tings,  an'  great  tings  hab  been  de  fruit  ob  de  apple.  It  was  an  apple 
dat  fust  suggested  to  Sir  Humphrey  Gravy  Newtown  de  seeds  ob  de  law  of  grabiiion,  dat  won- 
derful, inwinsible,  an'  unfrizable  patent  leber  principle  by  which  all  dem  luminous  an'  volu- 
minous planets  turn  round  togedder,  ail-apart  in  one  E  pluribus  unum  ob  grabity,  hence  de 
great  poet  Longfeller  in  de  fifty-'leventh  canto  ob  Lord  Byren  absarves, — 

"  Men  fell  by  apples,  an'  by  apples  rose." 

Sir  Humphrey  Gravy  Newtown  was  one  day  snoozen  fast  asleep  under  an  apple  tree, 
when  a  large  sized  Kentucky  Pippin  grabitated  from  de  limb,  struck  him  in  de  eye,  an'  all  at 
once  his  eye  was  suddenly  opened  to  de  universal  law  of  grabitation 


He  saw  de  apple  downwards  fell 

He  thought,  "  Why  not  fall  up  as  well," 
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It  proved  some  telegraphic  spell, 

Pulled  it  arthwise. 
I  wish  he'd  now  come  back  an'  tell 

Why  apples  eise 

so  high  to  a  half  peck  in  de  bushel. 

But,  my  hearers,  to  come  to  de  grand  point  ob  my  lamed  disquisition  on  apples.  Reason- 
ing ap-priori,  I  proceed  to  dis  grand  fromologico-physiologicid  phreenomenon,  dat  eber  since 
our  great-grandmodder  Eve  and  our  great-great-grandfader  Adam  fust  tasted  apple-jack  in  de 
orchard  ob  Eden,  de  entire  human  race,  an'  woman  race  in  particular,  has  been  impregnated 
wid  de  spirit  ob  de  apple,  an'  dat  all  men  an'  women,  an'  de  rest  of  mankind,  may  be  com- 
pared to  some  Genus  of  de  Apple.  Dars  de  Philanthropist,  he's  a  good  meller  pippen— always 
ripe  an'  full  ob  de  seeds  of  human  kindness.  Dars  de  Miser,  he's  de  '"grind-stoue  "  apple — 
rock  to  de  very  core.  Dars  de  Batchelor,  he  am  a  rusty  coat,  an'  like  a  beefsteak  widout  gravy 
— dry  to  de  very  heart.  Dars  de  Dandy,  he's  a  long  stim,  all  peelen.  Dars  de  Farmer,  he's 
de  cart  horse  apple — a  leetle  rough  on  de  peelen,  but  juicy  wid  feelen.  De  Fashionable  gent 
am  a  French  pippin,  an'  de  fashionable  young  lady  am  de  Bell-flower— an'  when  two  sich 
apples  am  joined  togedder,  dey  become  a  pear  Tpau-).  De  Pollytician  am  a  Specked  apple — 
little  foul  sometimes  at  de  core.  De  young  Misses  am  de  "  Maiden's  Blushes."  De  Widder 
she  am  a  Pine-apple— pine-en  an'  sprouten  in  de  dark  leaves  to  blossom  once  more.  De  good 
Wife  she  am  de  Balsam  apple  of  human  life,  an' — an'  in  finis,  de — de  old  Maid  she  am  (bitterb/) 
a  Crab  apple, — a  fruit  never  known  in  de  apple  orchard  of  Paradise,  an'  only  fit  for  Sourland 
— put  her  in  de  cider  press  of  human  affection,  an'  she'll  come  out  forty-'leventh  proof  Vinegar, 
enough  to  sour  all  human  creation— even  as  de  loud  thunder  ob  de  hebens  sours  de  cow-juice 
in  de  milk-house. 

Lastly,  and  to  conclude,  Brederen  and  Sisteren,  let  it  be  our  great  aim,  howsomever  we 
may  differ  in  our  various  apple  species,  to  strive  to  go  in  to  de  great  cider  press  of  human  trial 
widout  a  speck  in  de  core  or  de  peelen,  so  dat  when  de  juice  of  our  mortal  vartues  am  squeezed 
out,  de  Angels  when  dey  fust  put  dar  lips  to  de  cider  trough,  may  exclaim  wid  de  poet, 

"  A  leetle  more  Cider  do." 


THE  AUCTIONEER. 


Theee  is  no  man  who  spends  so  much  breath,  who  talks  so  fast,  and  who  is  so  lavish  of 
his  words,  as  the  auctioneer.  He  repeats  the  same  thing  over  and  over  again,  and  never 
grudges  his  labor.  He  is  fond  of  smart  sayings  and  sudden  turns  in  the  sense;  and  he  is 
witty,  at  the  expense  of  his  goods,  or  at  the  expense  of  his  customers.  He  can  talk  of  several 
different  things  at  once,  and  without  confusion— but  he  sometimes  very  ludicrously  mixes  up 
different  subjects  in  the  same  sentence.  For  instance,  lately  dropping  in  at  a  book  auction, 
there  was  a  fellow  who  annoyed  the  company  and  the  auctioneer  with  a  cigar.  The  book  was 
up  to  twenty-seven  and  a-half,  and  the  autioneer,  dwelling  upon  it  cried,  "And  a-half,  anda- 
half,  and  a-half  "—when,  smelling  the  annoyance,  he  shouted  out,  "  Cuss  your  cigar  !— and  a- 
half,  and  a-half,  twenty-seven  and  a-half —thirty— thirty-two  and  a-half,  and  a-half— kick  out 
that  man  with  a  cigar,  and  a-half,  and  a-half— going,  going— thirty-five,  thirty-five-  thirty- 
seven  and  a-half— cuss  that  cigar  smoke  !— and  a-half,  and  a-half— I'd  rather  have  the  devil 
about  me — and  a-half,  and  a-half— it  gives  me  the  phthisic— and  a  half,  and  a  half—  going, 
going— forty,  forty  cents — forty-two  and  a-half —who's  putting  brimstone  on  the  stove?— and 
a-half,  and  a-half,  and  a  half —I  wish  I  had  hold  of  that  boy— and  a-half,  and  a-half— I'd  choke 
the  rascal— and  a-half— going,  going— who  says  forty-five?— not  half  the  price  of  the  book— 
forty-two  and  a-half— forty-five— now  forty-seven  and  a-half,  and  a-half— a  treatise  on  the 
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toothache,  gentlemen — who'll  give  fifty  cents  for  the  toothache — anda-half,  anda-half — forty- 
seven  and  a-half — look  at  that  boy  there— and  a-half,  and  a-half  -  pocketing  those  penknives 
there— and  a-half,  and  a  half— I  can't  have  my  eyes  everywhere — and  a-half,  and  a-hal£ — fifty 
£fty-two  and  a-half— kick  all  the  boys  out  the  room — and  a-half,  and  a-half — kick  'em  all  out, 
I  say— and  a-half,  and  a-half— going,  going,  gone !" 


ETHIOPIAN  PROVERBS. 

Blessed  is  the  man  that  is  broke,  for  <a  tramp  will  not  brace  him  for  a  dime. 
The  deadhead  annoyeth  him  not,  neither  is  he  tackled  by  the  book  agent. 
He  is  not  grasped  by  the  lightning-rod  seller.    The  lunch  fiend"  tiTrneth  away  from  him. 
The  trinket  vender  passeth  him  by.    He  is  not  asked  to  invest  iu  church  lotteries. 
He  hath  no  friends  to  "  treat;"  he  is  poor,  and  hath  no  enemies. 

When  he  riseth  in  the  morning  his  stomach  is  not  rebellioias  from  over-feeding;  neither 
does  he  chink  his  silver  and  say:  "  How  shall  I  get  rid  of  these  dimes?" 
When  he  eateth  he  is  not  vexed  by  a  multitude  of  dishes. 

His  lands  will  never  take  unto  themselves  wings,  neither  will  the  fire  devour  his  water 

lots. 

He  is  not  perplexed  about  taxes,  neither  careth  he  for  the  rise  in  lumber. 

He  hath  no  ties  for  money,  therefore  careth  not  to  demonetize;  nevertheless,  a  dime  will 
lie  not  refuse,  nor  turn  away  from  a  five-center. 

Yea,  a  gherkin  will  he  relish,  and  storm  the  out-works  of  a  steel-clad  biscuit. 

He  loveth  none  but  himself;  he  if  selfish;  yea,  fond  of  fishes;  clams  in  chowder;  oysters 
raw  and  lobsters  in  vinegar,  will  he  not  despise. 

He  maketh  his  lair  in  a  bar-room ;  he  squatteth  on  a  keg  while  it  is  day,  and  Jie  sleepeth 
in  a  barrel  at  night. 

Where  the  scent  of  whisky  is,  there  he  is  found;  he  snufEeth  the  lunch  with  frenzy,  and 
■crieth  ha !  ha  !  at  the  chink  of  glasses.  He  liveth  like  a  ring  tailed  monkey  and  dieth  like 
«,  spotted  Jehosapliat. 


THE  CASE  OF  BIANCA. 

AN  END  GAG  TOLD   BY  HUGHET  DOUGHEETY  WITH  UNBOUNDED  APPLAUSE. 

Inteklocutoe. — Well,  Hughey,  I  suppose  you  are  fond  of  Shakespeare. 
HuGHEY. — No  I  don't  like  shakesheer;  I  like  bock  beer. 

Int.- -I  don't  mean  a  brewer;  I  mean  Shakespeare — the  man  who  held  the  mirror  up  to 
■nature;  the  master  mind  of  the  world;  a  man  who  will  always  live. 
HuGHEY. — Well,  old  Shake  ought  to  be  dead  ? 

Int. — Why  so  ?  I'm  surprised  at  you.  What  do  you  mean  when  you  say  that  he  ought  to 
"be  dead? 

Hughey. — Well,  there  are  enough  of  bad  actors  trying  to  slaughter  him. 
Int. — I  see  your  tastes  and  mine  are  not  similar.    I  love  poetry. 

Hughey. — I  thought  you  must  like  poultry.  That's  the  reason  you  tackled  our  hen  coop. 
Int. — That  is  &fowl  charge  and  I  ^e?iergetically  deny  it. 

Hughey. — I  egrgspect  it  is,  but  I  don't  know /ea</ier  an  old  rooster  like  you  ought  to  crow 
about  it. 
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Int. — Did  you  ever  hear  Casabianca  ? 

HuGHEX. — Yes,  I  knew  her  well.  Cassy  and  I  were  old  friends.  But  why  did  she  buy  an 
anchor  ? 

Int.  — Why,  it  ain't  the  name  of  a  girl ;  it's  a  poem  about  a  boy  who  stood  on  a  burning  deck. 
HuGHET. — What  was  it — a  binocle  or  a  euchre  deck  ?  »j 

Int. — No,  it  was  not  a  deck  of  cards;  it  was  the  deck  of  a  shin.  The  boy  stood  on  deck 
and  commanded  the  vessel  while  his  father  was  below.  Will  I  read  it  for  you  ?  {Takes  hook- 
and  reads.    While  reading  Hughey  falls  asleep. ) 

The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck 

Whence  all  but  he  had  tied; 
The  flame  that  lit  the  battle's  wreck 

Shone  round  him  o'er  the  dead. 
Yet  beautiful  and  bright  he  stood — 

That  youthful,  brave  young  form. 
Cared  not  for  the  fire  king's  wrath. 

And  braved  the  tempest's  storm. 

HuGHEV  {interrupting). — Do  you  call  that  poetry? 
Int.— Yes,  What  do  you  call  it  ? 
Hughey. — I  call  it  bosh.    Here  me  recite  it. 
(Leaves  the  end,  advances  to  center  of  stage  and  recites:) 

The  boy  stood  on  the  orchard  fence 

A  bunch  of  firecrackers  in  his  hat; 
He  set  fire  to  his  father's  barn, 

But  what  cared  the  boy  for  that  ? 
The  boy  danced  a  ji-g  with  glee. 

For  no  engine  would  he  run; 
t  He  thought  the  burning  of  that  barn 

The  greatest  kind  of  fun. 

A  spark  then  flew,  it  caught  his  hat, 

The  firecrackers  did  explode; 
He  thought  he  was  struck  by  a  Russian  bum 

The  way  that  he  was  throwed. 
And  old  shoe  was  all  that's  left  of  him 

To  tell  that  awful  yarn 
Of  the  foolish,  wicked  little  boy 

That  burned  his  father's  barn. 


FEMALE  STJFFEAGE. 

AN  OEATION  IN  FAVOR  OF  WOMEN  DEI,IVEBED  IT  HUQHEY  DOUGHEKTT. 

My  dear  sisters  and  sister-in-laws,  mothers  and  mother-in-laws,  animated  with  a  strong 
desire  to  relieve  the  wrongs  of  your  sex,  I  come  here  to  unburden  my  feelings,  and  though  I 
see  so  many  good  solid  talkers  here,  I  ask  you  to  give  me  a  chance  while  I  unbosom  my  shirt 
— no — thoughts  on  woman's  suffering— or  rather  suffrage. 

You  have  been  slaves  long  enough  1  It  is  time  to  throw  off  the  cloak  and  declare  your- 
selves ! 
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Man  is  a  brute,  he  always  was  one,  and  always  will  be  one !  There  neyer  was  anything: 
good  in  man,  except  a  rib,  and  that  was  taken  out  of  him  to  make  something  better,  and. 
you're  one  of  the  improvements  ! 

Your  true  and  on)y  friend  was  King  Faro.  No,  I  mean  Pharoah.  Faro  isn't  doing  well 
just  now  !  Pharaoah  issued  an  order  to  slaughter^all  the  male  children ;  if  this  hadn't  slipped 
up,  you'd  have  been  alone  in  your  glory  !  Still  you  can  wear  Pharaoh's  tin-lype  next  to  your 
hearts  in  memory  of  so  good  and  kind  a  man.  My  dear  sisters,  you  must  show  man  that  you 
hate  and  despise  him.  CoDie  with  me  up  fifteen  flights  of  steps,  and  enter  into  a  miserable 
basement.  A  woman  sits  there  with  unkempt  hair,  sewing.  Fourteen  children  are  grouped 
around  her,  crying  for  pie.  This  woman  was  once  the  belle  of  Baxter  Street — there  she  sits 
sewing — fifteen  shirts  for  a  nickle.  Man  alone  is  to  blame  for  all  this;  but  man  is  a  sneak! 
He  always  was.  Look  'way  back  when  the  Garden  of  Eden  was  in  full  blast.  Look  at  the 
incident  of  the — of  the  apple !  Didn't  Adam  say  it  was  Eve  that  gave  him  the  apple  ?  I'll  bet 
a  dollar  that  Adam  boosted  her  up  the  tree  and  took  the  apple  himself,  and  gave  poor  Eve 
nothing  but  the  peel,  or  a  core  with  a  worm,  that  he  couldn't  eat  himself.  Don't  talk  to  me 
about  man,  I  hate  him  !  I  could  kill  man  with  as  much  pleasure  and  gusto  as  I  would  a  bedbug. 
If  anything  goes  wrong,  he  always  says  "She  told  me  to  say  so."  Always  blaming  us  for 
everything.  He  finds  fault  with  his  mother-in-law.  The  truth  is  that  mothers-in-law  don't 
make  it  hot  enough  for  the  rascals !  My  advice  is  to  women,  especially  you  who  are  so  un- 
fortunate as  to  have  a  husband,  or  rather  thai  insignificant  wretch  called  man,  to  "go  for  him" 
at  every  chance  !  Make  his  life  a  torment ;  tear  out  his  hair,  and  put  your  cold  feet  in  the  small 
of  his  back.  He's  been  having  everything  too  pleasant  of  late  years.  My  advice  is,  and 
though  I  come  here  in  the  guise  of  a  female  impersonator,  I  am  a  real  man.  I  despise  my  sex 
for  their  cruel  treatment  of  the  female  sex. 

If  you  want  to  gain  your  rights  you  must  fight  for  them,  you  must  scratch  for  them,  or 
else  you'll  never  win. 

Woman  has  been  downtrodden  long  enough  now. 

It  is  her  place  to  trod  down  on  man.    I  am  in  favor  of  sending  women  to  Congress. 

I  would  like  to  send  my  mother-in-law  to  the  Senate,  then  she  could  talk  some  of  the 
Washington  gas  bags  to  death  instead  of  me.  Although  I  think  every  respectable  old  maid 
has  the  inborn  pride  that  will  make  her  mind  her  own  family,  I  say  the  old  maids  of  this 
country  should  bring  up  their  children  so  as  to  despise  the  common  enemy— man. 

No,  dear  ladies  and  girls,  because  I  see  many  old  girls  who  are  girlish  even  though  they 
have  passed  the  shady  side  of  forty,  I  say  to  you  I  would,  like  my  illustrious  colleague,  Henry 
Ward  Beecher — I  would  like  to  kiss  you  all  good,  but  I'm  afraid,  my  dear  sisters,  that  some  of 
you  in  the  ebuberance  of  your  excessive  joy  and  eagerness  to  kiss  the  nectar  of  my  ruby  lipa 
might  make  me  swallow  some. of  your  false  teeth— a  calamity  that  would  be  as  unendurable  as. 
to  swallow  a  dog  collar  in  a  pantomime  sausage.    So  I  will  simply  bid  you  adieu. 


UNCLE  JOEL. 

HE  ElitTOIDATKS  A  POINT    OE  TWO  FOE  "  MISTAH  JACKSEN," 

Passing  along  the  wharves  the  other  day,  I  sat  down  to  rest  upon  the  end  oif  a  pile  of  lum- 
ber. In  a  few  moments  I  heard  voices  in  earnest  conversation,  and,  partially  hidden  by  the 
lumber,  I  observed  two  persons,  one  of  whom  I  instantly  recognized  as  Uncle  Joel.  The 
African  philosopher's  companion  was  also  a  colored  man,  old  enough  to  be  with  a  side  show, 
and  funny  enough  in  appearance  to  stand  as  a  model  for  a  minstrel  cut.  After  a  short  pause, 
I  heard  the  following  conversation; 

"  Does  yo'  b'leebe  eberyting  in  de  nusepapahs.  Uncle  Joel  ?"  queried  the  unknown,  in 
a  voice  that  sounded  like  a  snare  drum  without  the  snares. 

*'  Mistah  Jacksen,  yo'  might  ez  well  ax  me  ef  I  eat  eberyting  in  de  maakit.  I  doan'  see 
eberyting  in  de  nusepapahs.  Nebbahdeless,  ter  take  yo'  queschun  ez  hit  am  meant,  in  defig- 
gertiv  sense,  I  kin  say  dat  I  b'leebe  de  greatest  po'shun  of  w'at  I  read  in  de  nusepapahs,  barrin* 
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■de  advahtisemen's,  de  eddytoruls,  dose  assershuns  dat  'flict  wid  my  sense  ob  be  possible,  an' 
dose  tings  dat  am  o'Damented  wid  big  lettahs  on  de  top." 

"  Wat  had  de  big  lettahs  on  de  top  ob  a  verse  in  de  nusepapah  gotter  do  wid  de  verse 
liitself,  Uncle  Joel  ?" 

"  Mistah  Jacksen,  truf  doan'  need  any  brass  ban'  for  ter  interduce  bit;  hit  stan's  on  hits 
merits.  I  swspishiin  de  varassity  obj  a  piece  in  de  papah  dat  am  dns  o'namented,  on  de  same 
principle,  dat  I  suspishun  de  enthusiasm  ob  an  auctioneer  ober  a  pa'cel  ob  secon'han' 
furncher.    But  w'y  did  yo'  ax  me  deinterrogashun,  Mistah  Jacksen?" 

"  Well,  de  reason  I  ax  yo'  de  queschun  am  dis.  De  las'  poun'  ob  codfish  dat  I  pu'chased 
■war  enclosed  in  a  piece  ob  a  nusepapah;  an'  in  dat  piece  of  a  nusepapah  war  an  article  tellin' 
'bout  a  man  obah  in  Chicago  goin'  widout  vittles  fo'  mo'  dan  six  weeks.  Do  yo'  swaller  any 
such  fodder  ez  dat.  Uncle  Joel  ?" 

"  Not  widout  fust  weighin' hit  in  de  scales  ob  reason,  an'  cookin'  hit  in  de  fiah  of  argyment, 
Mistah  Jacksen.  DeLawd  created  man  wid  a  stomach  and  a  stomach  needs  vittles  jest  ezshuahly 
ez  a  steam  ingine  requiahs  watah  an'  fiah  an'  a  baloon  wind.  De  stomach  am  a  peculiah  appara- 
tus, Mistah  Jacksen,  an'  one  dat  am  much  abused.  Ez  long  ez  yo' treat  hit  <(vid  kin'  moderation 
yo'  can  bet  on  hit  ez  de  safest  fren'  yo'  po-sess;  but  de  moment  yo'  go  back  on  it  dat  moment 
hit  am  yo'  enemy.  Some  people  treat  dair  stomachs  as  dough  da  war  galvanized  iron  ketchalls, 
wid  self-adjustin'  patent  ingyrubbah  pockets.  Ef  yo'  hiah  a  man  to  lay  a  brick  walk  i^front 
ob  yo'  residence,  an'  af  tahwaads  insist  dat  he  shall  not  only  do  de  job  agreed  on,  but  paint  yo' 
bouse,  clean  yo'  chimne3's,  black  yo'  stoves  an'  shake  yo'  caapets,  yo'  mus'n  be  took  aback  ef 
de  man  quits  de  primary  job.  Likewise  wid  de  stomach,  which  war  bestowed  fo'  de  pu'poss 
ob  assimylatin'  plain  provendah.  Ef  yo'  impose  on  hit  by  arrangin'  a  rasslin'  match  'tween 
hit  an'  sich  tings  ez  frozen  cawn  staach,  odahwise  called  ice  cream,  goose  libbahs  wid  truffles, 
boned  turkey  wid  mustaad  sauce,  be  devilled  kidneys  and  cowcumbahs  on  de  haf  shell,  yo' 
musn't  plead  igneruns  ob  de  law  ob  cause  an'  'feet  wen  yo'  am  bidden  to  yo'  own  obsequies. 
You'll  fin'  mo'  evidence  ob  a  centennial  birthday  in  a  good  plate  ob  hash,  seasoned  wid  iugins, 
Mistah  Jacksen,  dan  yo'  will  in  all  de  bills  of  faah  ebbah  put  togeddah  by  de  aid  ob  a  French 
spellin'  book." 

"Dat  may  all  be  true,  Uncle  Joel,  but  wat  am  hit  gotter  do  wid  de  man  in  Chicago  ?" 

•'Mistah  Jacksen,  w'en  yo'  ax  my  'pinyun  on  a  subjec',  I  'sidah  dat  yo'  want  hit:  but  yo' 
musn't  'splay  bo  much  impashens.  Did  yo'  ebbah  see  anybody  eat  a  ches'nut  widout  fust  re- 
movin'  de  burr  an'  den  de  shuck?  Spose'n  yo'  got  on  de  keers  ter  go  ter  Cohoes,  an'  w'en  de 
train  'rived  at  Wes'  Troy  yo'  shud  pull  de  conductah  by  de  coat  tail  an'  hollah  *  Heah,  dis  am 
Wes' Troy.  I  wanter  go  ter  Cohoes?'  Doan  yo'  spose  dat  de  conductah  wo'd  tell  yo' dat 
Wes'  Troy  war  a  necessary  stage  ob  de  jurney,  an'  dat  ef  yo'  wanted  ter  gitter  yo'  destynashun 
befo' de  train  did  dat  yo'  hadbettah  go  by  tellygraf  or  walk?  Yo' 'splay  too  much  haste, 
Mistah  Jacksen.  Ef  yo'  want  my  'pinyun  on  d©  queschun  broached  yo'  kin  obtain  him.  But 
yo'  mus'  membah  dat  I  am  de  conductah  ob  dis  train  ob  reasonin',  an'  dat  ef  yo'  jump  off'n 
detrain  befo'  hit  reaches  hits  destination  yo'  miss  de  connection." 

"I'm  ready  fo'  de  train  ter  purceed.  Uncle  Joel,"  replied  Mr.  Jackson,  in  a  conciliatory 
tone. 

"Ter  return  ter  de  stomach,"  continued  Uncle  Joel.  "  W'ilehit  am  true  dat  yo' musn't 
gib  a  dog  meat  ebery  time  he  wags  his  tail,  hit  am  also  true  dat  ef  yo'  doan'  feed  him  'cas- 
hunelly,  de  tail  won't  wag.  Dahfo',  yo'  might  ez  well  'spec  dat  an  eigh-day  clock  will  contin- 
ner  to  make  hits  roun'  trips  ef  yo'  hang  hits  key  up  befo'  hits  face  on  de  opposite  side  of  de 
room  once  a  week  ezter  'spec  dat  de  stomach  will  support  de  body  anytomic  on  wind  pud'n. 
Mistah  Jacksen,  fools  my  die,  but  foolishness  libs  f  o'ebbah.  Men  dat  can't  'tract  'tenshun  any 
oddah  way,  fool  roun'  wid  flying  masheens  till  da  break  dair  necks,  jump  off'n  high  places 
inter  de  watah  tell  da  git  drown'd,  'sperj'ment  wid  perpetual  moshun  till  da  get  a  life  sentence 
in  de  lunytic  asylum,  push  wheel-barrows  'cross  de  contynent  till  da  git  lost  in  the  woods,  or 
'tempt  ter  cross  de  oshen  in  a  peanut  shuck.  Dis  alleged  bisnis  ob  libbin'  widout  fodder  war 
'naivgyrated  by  Doctah  Tannah,  who  don't  diffah  much  f'om  de  prebisos  'sperymentahs  wid 
perpetual  moshun.  His  theory  dat  fastin'  '11  kuah  disease  am  all  right,  but  he  fails  ter  add 
4athit'll  kill  the  fastah.  De  doctah  misjedged  de  quality  obde  foolishness  ob  mankind.  Yo' 
can't  find  many  flies  'roun'  a  mustaad  pot,  Mistah  Jacksen,  an'  dough  fools  go  in  droves,  da 
resemble  de  jackass  in  dat  da  nebbah  lose  any  oats  f'om  lack  ob  brayin'.  Ez  ter  de  doctah 's 
claim  dat  be  didn't  eat  in  fo'  weeks,  de  people  convicted  him  ob  lyin'  on  suckumstanshel  evy- 
dens,  relyin'  on  de  suckumstans  dat  he  war  still  alive  ter  complete  de  chain.    De  only  imyta- 


STANDAED  STUMP  SPEECHES. 


43 


tor  de  doctah  bab  had  war  de  Cbicago  man,  an'  de  jury  ob  de  public  convictedbim  on de  same 
evydens  widoutleabin'  dair  seats.  I  read  in  de  paper  de  oddah  day  dat  de  doctab  war  goin' 
fo'  ter  feed  on  'lectricity  durin'  de  comin'  winter,  an'  cnll  bit  fastin'.  Did  yo'  ebbab  see  a  telly- 
graf  message  skippin'  obeb  de  wiabs,  Mistah  Jacksen  ?" 

"  I  bab  watcbed  de  tellygraf  wiabs  fo'  bours,  Uncle  Joel,  wid  dat  object  in  view,  but 
nevab  seen  one  yit." 

' '  Dat's  de  point  pursisely,  Mistab  Jacksen.  Dis  amjde  age  ob  'lectricity,  an'  da  am  squeez- 
in'  wondabsout'a  bit.  Aldo'  yo'  can't  see  de  tellygraf  message  skip  obab  de  wiab,  de  fac'  re- 
mains dat  bit  skips;  an' dougb  de  doctab  kin  fool  de  multitude  wid  de 'lectricity  bisnis,  be 
can't  strike  me  wid  ligbtnin'.  He  intendsjfo'  ter  encompass  jes'  ezmucbcawn  beef  an'  cabbage 
ezob  yore,  Mistab  Jacksen,  but  bit'U  besbot  inter  bim  by  tellygraf,  an'  dabfo'  bit'll  be  inwisi- 
ble  ter  de  lookabson." 

As  Uncle  Joel  fiuisbed,  be  removed  bis  cane  from  a  projecting  board,  and  witbout  deign- 
ing to  look  at  Mr.  Jackson,  departed.  Tbe  latter  sat  for  a  moment  as  tbougb  bewildered;  but 
after  ejaculating,  "  Dis  mus'  be  Coboes,"  arose  witb  an  effort,  and  disappeared  in  tbe  darkness 
"witb  tbe  labored  motion  of  a  beavily-loaded  wbeelbarrow  in  tbe  bands  of  a  boy. — 


A  VISIT  TO  BAENUM'S. 


I  CAME  to  tbis  city  but  a  few  days  ago. 

And  tbe  first  tbing  I  did  was  to  go  to  tbe  sbow:  . 

Having  beard  of  tbe  elepbant  I  resolved  to  see 'm,  ' 

And  straigbtway  bent  my  steps  to  a  museum. 

Tbe  first  tbing  I  saw  after  ascending  tbe  stairs 

Was  Mabomet's  old  breecbes,  full  of  tatters  and  tears, 

And  tbe  next  tbing  I  saw,  wbicb  made  my  eyes  glare. 

Was  tbe  scalp  of  a  man  that  ne'er  bad  any  bair. 

There  was  also  a  cbeck  from  tbe  bank  of  a  river, 
A  roar  from  tbe  ocean,  from  love's  arrow  a  quiver; 
A  couple  of  spokes  from  tbe  wbeels  of  locomotion; 
A  quilt  and  a  blanket  from  tbe  bed  of  tbe  ocean; 
A  beave  of  a  borse,  a  spark  from  love's  flame; 
A  limb  of  a  tree  tbat  from  sweet  Limerick  came; 
Tbe  bark  of  a  dog,  tbe  squeak  of  a  pig. 
And  a  couple  of  steps  from  a  neat  Irisb  jig. 

A  sbock  from  a  cannon,  a  quake  of  tbe  eartb, 
A  point  of  a  question  full  of  laugbter  and  mirtb; 
A  busbel  of  dirt  from  tbepatbway  of  life; 
A  man  tbat  was  married  and  ne'er  bad  a  wife; 
Tbe  tail  of  a  comet,  a  sbot  from  tbe  stars; 

A  moan  from  tbe  wind,  tbe  sword  worn  by  Mars;  I 
A  sigb  from  tbe  willows  on  tbe  banks  of  tbe  Doon, 
And  a  tail  of  tbe  sbirt  from  tbe  man  in  tbe  moon. 


A  sbrill  blast  blown  from  tbe  trumpet  of  Fame; 
A  limp  from  tbe  man  tbat  was  blind  and  lame; 
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A  roll  from  the  billows,  a  blush  from  the  morn; 
An  oldpair  of  breeches  that  never  was  worn; 
A  streak  of  good  fortune,  the  crack  of  a  joke, 
The  hug  of  a  bear,  and  a  pitcher  full  of  smoke; 

The  leap  of  a  frog,  the  beard  of  an  African  goat,  ^ 
And  a  piece  of  the  collar  of  Greeley's  white  coat. 

The  harp  of'  Tara  that  belonged  to  the  great  Brian  Born; 
The  cup  used  by  Bacchus,  and  Cromwell's  old  shoe; 
The  helmet  of  Hector  from  the  walls  of  old  Troy; 
The  light  of  other  days,  and  the  broth  of  a  boy ; . 
And  a  thousand  other  things  that  I  can't  recollect; 
But  what  I  have  told  you  I  am  sure  is  correct, 
And  if  you  doubt  my  word,  or  wish  for  to  see  'em 
Just  pay  a  short  visit  to  a  museum. 


SANCHO  BEOWN,  IS  MAD. 

Whaefo',  sah,  am  we  bar?  Am  we  de  chillun  ob  Israel,  gwan  ttoo  de  watahs  ob  de  Eecf 
Sea?  No,  sah  !  We'se  done  gone  out  ob  Egypt;  we'se  gub  Pharaoh  de  slip,  an'  har  we  is  ! 
Dis  mayn't  be  de  Lan'  ob  Canaan — ob  co'se  it  ain't,  if  dat  gimpleman's  opinion  is  wuf  a  dead 
chicken's  hine  foot.    We'se  barb'ous,  we  is,  'cordiu'  to  de  gospel  ob  dat  swell  from  de  Norf. 

Oh,  git  out !  I'se  disgustified.  Dar's  no  use  talkin'  mo'  on  dot  point,  sah,  an'  I  jist  axes 
dese  hon'able  an'  mos'  intelligentest  legislatums  ef  dey  gwan  to  'low  any  pusson,  w'ite  or  brack 
or  yeller,  to  stan'  on  de  flo'  ob  dis  body  and  talk  to  de  Gineral  Assemb'age  ob  Souf  Carlina  wid 
dat  tun  de  crank  ob  de  univuss  manner  dat  am  so  superfishent  an'  ondisgustible.  Sah,  I 
glory  in  de  fac'  dat  my  skin  hab  b'en  bu'nished  by  the  Southern  sun;  de  same  sun  dat  freeze 
de  blud  ob  de  gimpleman,  an'  as  de  book  say — make  de  partic'lar  ha'r  stan'  on  end  frum  Down 
East  dar,  biles  de  artery  dat  bu'ns  in  de  wains  ob  dis  buzzum.  I  'cept  his  'scussion  ob  de 
kestion,  an'  answer  de  gimpleman,  dat  if  de  Puritum  rock  he  talk  'bout  b'en  good  grazin'- 
groun'  fur  de  culed  man,  dar  nebber  w'u'd  'a'  b'en  a  swarm  ob  him  comin'  down  yeah  an'  an 
interlopin' in  our  'fair  as  he  say  in  his  speech— like  'roarers  to  dispense  de  gipfum  darkness, 
and  lif  de  dear  State  'mong  de  consternations  ob  de  Union. 

"Wen  we  sons  of  deprolificant  an'  dififulgent  Souf  wants  ter  know  de  road  to  trabble  in 
gwain  to  de  Promised  Lan',  we'll  gub  him  a  call  fer  to  drive  de  mule  on  de  lead;  but,  sah,  it 
will  be  wid  de  prewiso  dat  de  mule  will  use  his  off  hine  hoof,  an'  stufE  dat  gimpleman's  head 
wid  a  little  Souf  Car'lina,  sile,  so  dat  w'en  he  resigns,  an'  goes  home  fer  repairs,  he'll  'splain 
to  Plymoth  Eock  dat  a  mule's  hoof  in  Souf  Carolina's,  got  mo'  sense  in  it  dan  Daniel  Webster 
put  in  de  Constitution.  Until  dat  suspicious  ewent,  sah,  I  moves  de  previous  question,  an' 
axes  dat  it  be  laid  uuder  de  table,  an' made  epeshul  ordah  fer  de  mornin' hour  de  day  after 
yesti'day. 


POLITICAL  STUMP  SPEECH. 

Feller  Citizens:  Correspondin'  to  your  unanimous  call,  I  shall  not  be  de  undertaker  to 
an  address  you,  and  confine  myself  to  de  points  and  confluence  to  which  I  am  annihilated. 
Feller  citizens  !  dis  is  a  day  to  be  lookin'  up,  like  a  bob-tailed  hen  on  a  rickety  hen-roost. 
Somefin  has  bust. 
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What  is  we  ?  I  am  here,  and  am  goin'  to  stand  here  till  I  take  root,  if  you'll  only  shout 
aloud,  and  cast  your  vote  for  your  humble  servant.  Jee-ru-sa-lem  is  to  pay,  and  we  ain't  got 
no  pitch. 

Our  patriotic  canal-boat  ov  creation  has  unshipped  her  rudder,  de  captain's  broke  his 
neck,  and  de  cook  has  gone  to  de  vasty  deep  in  search  ob  diamonds.  Our  Wigwams  are  torn 
to  pieces,  and  scattered  like  a  shirt  on  a  brushy  fence.  Are  sich  things  goin' to  be  did?  I 
•ask  in  de  name  ob  de  shaggy-headed  eagle,  are  siich  tings  going  to  be  confluminated  ?  I  re- 
peat to  you  in  de  name  ob  de  peacock  ob  liberty  dat's  flyin'  ober  de  cap  cloud  summits  ob  de 
Rockygany  Mountains,  are  we  goin' to  be  extraoeously  bigoted  in  dis  fashion?  Oh,  answer 
me — as  Shakespear  says: 

"  Do  not  let  me  blush  in  ignorance." 

Feller  Citizens  and  Colleagues !  You  hab  called  upon  me  to  acknowledge  the  inwitation 
as  a  nominee  for  me  to  de  candidate  to  the  Presidence  of  dese  Uncle  Sam's  domitory  at  the 
White  House,  situated  in  dis  our  glorious  Unicorn;  and  I  tink,  if  I  am  elected  by  you,  it'll  be 
"  bully  for  me  !" 

And  now,  teller  constituents,  if  yer  elect  me  to  be  Presedens,  de  fust  ting  I'll  do  is  to 
'bolish  all  de  toll-gates,  and  ebery  man  dat  has  to  work  fur  a  libin'  shall  hab  instead  ob  a  dol- 
lar a  day,  eight  York  shillings.  And  jest,  as  sartin  as  I'm  'lected,  I'll  pave  de  streets  wid  pan- 
■cakes,  and  all  de  gutters  shall  run  wid  milk  and  sugar.  I'll  pull  down  de  taxes,  I  will — yes, 
mr — won't  I — you'll  see.    And  den  eberyting  '11  be  cheaper. 

"I'll  now  git  down  from  de  high  boss  dat  I'm  on,  and  make  room  for  some  oder  lunk-head, 
hopin'  to  see  you  all  at  the  polls  on  'lection  day,  whar  you'll  find  a  fresh-water  million  cub.  I 
wish  you  a  werry  good  eveain'. — £yron  Christy. 


MisTAH  Speckah: — 

My  obserwr'iions— an'  dey's  been  summit  distended— meks  me  keerful,  sah,  w'en  dar's 
Tiuffin'  to  be  lost,  wid  yer  ban's  outen  yer  pockits,  and  de  corn-plantin'  to  be  done.  We'se 
nebber  gwan  to  rise  to  de  hights  ob  Pisgah,  w'ich  is  awaitin'  de  chillun  ob  Ham,  ontil  dar's  a 
pufEect  'greement  wid  de  succumstances  dat  de  posish  preordains.  We'se  not  heah,  sah,  to 
blow  de  ho'ns  ob  jub'lee  befo'  de  jub'lee  comes.    No,  sah  ! 

An'  so  I  says,  if  it  stan'  fer  true  dat  de  bottom  soil  am  on  de  top,  now  how  long's  dat 
gwine  to  be?  Is  we  gwine  to  run  dis  yer'  State  in  de  interes'  ob  Ham — look  a-heah,  you  grin- 
nin'  baboon  over  dar;  w'en  I  says  Ham  I  doesn't  mean  de  ham  you'se  hankerin'  arter  in  de 
smoke-house  ob  de  ole  marster,  but  Ham  w'at  is  de  degenerator  ob  de  cullud  race — Ham  dat 
was  wid  old  Noah  in  de  Yark,  an'  went  out  from  dar  an'  made  Africa  de  secon'  Paradise,  wid- 
outno  flamin'bagnets  befo'  de  door.  Dat's  de  Ham  I  means,  yoh  mis'ble  'ramus  from  de  'way 
down  sho'  ! 

Mistah  Speckah,  I  forgits  w'ar  de  subjec'  leff  off  w'en  I  war  'rupted,  but  dis  one  t'ing  is  on 
my  mine: 

Whar's  de  State  gwine  to  w'en  dar's  no  w'Ue  men  to  pay  de  taxes  ? 
Whar's  de  money  comin'  from  w'en  dar's  no  taxes  ? 

How's  a  nigga  gwine  to  lib  an'  moohe,  an'  hab  his  hog  an'  hominy,  if  he  runs  de  w'ite  man  into 
de  sea  ? 

Dese  am  de  questions  ebery  cullud  man  wid  a  coon's  ear  full  ob  sense  mus'  ans'er,  sah; 
an'  I  isn't  gwine  to  stan'  no  mo'  nonsense  'bout  dis  top  soil  bisness,  an'  nigga  s'premacy,  an' 
cullud  men's  gober'ment,  fer  J  stan'  yar  an'  says: 

De  nigga  neber  war  so  wise  as  de  w'ite  man,  an'  nebber  will  be.  - 

Oh,  you  needn't  make  up  mouEs  ober  dar;  an' you  swell-head  from  Edisto,  ye  needn't  go 
smack  yer  head  ag'in  de  bench,  kase  dat's  a  fac';  an'  if  yo'  doesn't  know  it  yo's  a  nignoramus 
widout  de  least  sense.  Any  nigga  wid  de  least  sense  kin  see  if  dis  State  am  to  be  run  by 
niggas,  de  w'ite  man's  gwan  to  leab;  an'  dar's  one  annudder  t'ing  dat'll  happen  den — w'en  he 
goes  he  takes  pooty  much  all  de  'spectability  in  dis  State  away  wid  him. 

Look  a-heah,  yo'  yaller-skin  catfish  from  Santee,  ef  yo'  isn't  a  bit  happy  ober  Cudjo  Hard- 
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sin's  'pinions,  yo'  kin  go  out  in  de  back  yard  an'  kick  yer  own  shins ;  an'  yo""  chicken-butcher 
from  de  Yadkin,  ef  yo'  t'inks  I'se  gwan  to  get  sick  wid  lookin'  down  yer  open  mouf,  yo'se  mis- 
took de  day  ob  de  monf.  Dis  yar'  isn't  de  bes'  fer  fools  wid  wool  on  dar  heads;  an'  I  speks 
de  mine  ob  de  mos'  spectable,  de  mos'  ontelligent,  de  mos'  patriotic  cullud  men  an'  wimmen- 
■w'en  I  says: 

Niggas,  take  a  back  seat  an'  let  de  w'iie  man  dribe  de  coach  ob  State. 

Dem's  my  prescripshun,  Mistah  Speckah,  an'  I  'sponsible  fer  it  yar'  an'  out  ob  do's.  I 
mobes  we  adjourns,  an'  sets  de  sample  myself.  (Exit.) 


JULIUS  C^SAR  SUMNER'S  VIEWS. 

Sah  de  mission  of  de  cullud  man  of  de  Norf  in  dis  Legislature  am  to  elewate  de  benighted! 
and  barbarious  peeple  who  hab  lib  fur  free  hundred  years  in  de  midst  ob  Egipshun  darkness, 
and  to  make  de  law  sich  as  will  raise  dis  dear  State  among  de  constellations  of  de  politics  of  d& 
countrj'. 

We  hab  come,  sah,  like  de  Aurorers  of  de  mornin',  wid  de  sword  in  one  ban'  and  de- 
school-book  in  de  udder,  an'  we  hab  but  wun  sentiment;  as  de  poick  say— awok'  or  asleep, 
de'd  or  alibe,  surwibe  or  perish,  we  lub  de  country. 

We  lib  on  de  country,  and  we  only  ax  de  coperation  of  dis  house  to  lift  Souf  Car'lina  out 
ob  de  puddle  ob  infirmity  onto  de  terruni  jirmum,  where  she  stan'  forebermo',  unquenchable 
as  de  Pilgrim  Rock  which  de  storm  and  sunshine  beat  against  in  wain. 

We  come,  sah,  wid  de  inspiration  of  Bunker  H'll  an'  f«e  Pilgrim  Rock  to  let  loose  de- 
American  eagle — whose  song  am  de  song  ob  social  'quality,  an'  dat  wun  man  am  as  good  as  de 
odder,  if  de  odder  behave  hisself. 

Wba'  for,  den,  dat  f reat  about  honah  ?  Who's  infected  dat  honah  ?  Who's  gwan  to  fight 
about  it?  Dat's  de  foolish  ob  de  intellimgence  dat's  been  spoiled  in  demakin' — 'twasn't  baked 
long  enuff.  De  nigga  w'at  swells  aroun'  and  says— says  he — jis'  knock  de  chip  ofE'n  my 
shoulder — he's  sick,  he  is,  an'  can't  be  de  'sociate  wid  de  true  gen'liim  ob  color  ob  de  Souf,  so- 
dat  settles  dat!  I's  heah,  sah,  fer  de  bes' interests  ob  dis  great  commonwealth — common- 
wealth, sah  !  Yo'  heah  me  !  So,  jis'  let  de  man  wid  de  rufile  shirt  beat  dat  if  he  can,  befo' 
talkin'  'bout  honah  !  Honah  ain't  so  big  as  commonwealth,  and  nebber  was;  so  w'st's  de  us& 
talkin'  mo'  ?  Bat  settles  it. 


DAT'S  DE  WAY  TINGS  STAND. 

STUMP  SPEECH. 

Fellee  Citizens  !  and  Citizen  Fellers  ! — At  de  special  request  from  a  grand  committee 
made  up  from  a  choice  selection  of  de  swell  noodles  from  Fifth  Avenue,  Central  Park  and  de 
Guano  Islands,  I'se  a  gwine  to  lecture  dis  ebenin'  on  de  stoopendous  subjec'  ob  do  universe, 
and  noflin  in  particular. 

In  de  first  place,  second  claws,  section  de  fifteenthly,  let  us  take  a  bull's  eye  view  ob  de 
great  questions  ob  dis  eventful  period.  Now  feller  stugents,  I'se  a  gwine  to  ax  you  a  solemn 
and  all-absorbing  question.  What's  become  ob  all  de  silver  change?  Whar's  all  de  two  shil- 
ling we  used  to  hab,  gone  to,  eh?  Dere  aint  none  ob  em  around  and  dere  ought  to  be  lots  ob 
em.  Cause  don't  we  read  in  de  newspapers  bout  all  de  twenty-five  cent  pieces  we're  getting 
from  de  rebils?  ob  course  we  do !  For  wherever  Uncle  Sam's  sogers  move,  don't  de  rebils  hab 
to  gib  up  der  quarters  ?   Dat's  de  way  tings  stand. 
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Now  what  becomes  ob  em?  Why  dey  turn  em  into  contrabands  and  den  confiBcate  dem.. 
Dat's  de  way  tings  stiind. 

Ahem  !  Now  den  toothly,  view  de  twenty-sebenth  section  of  de  anterior  ob  de  finis,  and 
rest  your  lamps  on  de  battle-field  ob  Fort  Donelson.  Our  sogers  had  a  pretty  hard  time  ob  it 
dar;  cause  dey  had  no  nice  feader  beds  to  sleep  on.  But  Jeff  Davia  was  worse  off  arter  de 
fight  for  he  lost  his  Pillow  !    Dat's  de  way  tings  stand. 

Now  dar's  Floyd.  What's  de  reason  ebery  body  blames  him  ?  What's  de  rise  ob  blaming 
him  for  gitting  out  ob  de  place.  Dat  wasn't  his  fault,  he  couldn't  help  it,  eause  he'n  been 
stealin  all  his  life,  and  when  he  found  he  couldn't  steal  any  more  he  stole  away.  But  he  didn't 
get  away  till  he  got  a  Foote  in  de  rear.  I  guess  he  thought  it  was  a  bomb-shell.  Dat's  de  way 
tings  stand. 

Nextly,  in  de  next  place,  and  de  eighty-sixth  section,  lobster  claws,  jest  roll  your  mental 
visionaries  ober  de  oder  side  and  take  a  spy-glass  sight  at  Englan',  wid  her  no-mix-in-to-get- 
wallopped-policy.  Dar  wasde  Nashville  what  burned  up  de  Billy  Birch  and  dar  M'as  de  Tusky- 
roarer  a  lyin'  low  for  her,  and  I  golly  if  eber  dey'd  got  dar  tusks  on  dat  boat  dey'd  got  chawed 
up  some,  I  think.    Dat's  de  way  tings  stand. 

ril  just  splain  to  you  why  de  Tusky  didn't  take  her;  cause  Massa  A.  B.  Lincum  writ  a 
letter,  and  told  em  not  to  boder  wid  de  Nashville  ober  dar,  cause  we  got  de  Nashville  here. 
Yes,  and  we  got  de  Nash-villians,  too.    Dat's  de  way  tings  stand. 

Now,  my  benighted  heathens,  we'll  just  dive  into  de  eighty-first  diognosis  ob  de  double 
rule  ob  three.  Suppose  dat  de  forun  nashuns  was  to  send  a  big  fleet  ob  ships  ober  here  for  to 
settle  de  hash.  Some  folks  go  fur  to  come  fur  to  go  fur  to  say  dat  dey  could  come  into  de 
harbor  and  take  de  city  ob  New  York.  Away  wid  em.  I  golly  I  tink  dey'd  find  demselves  a 
little  took  in  dat  time.  Cause  wouldn't  we  cut  down  all  de  hills  on  Staten  Island  and  take  de 
dust  to  fill  up  de  Narrows,  den  dere  boats  couldn't  get  in.  Whar  de  water  is  we  could  make 
land,  but  whar  de  land  is  dey  couldn't  make  water.    Dat's  de  way  tings  stands. 

Conclusively  fur  de  conclusion,  and  in  the  last  place,  my  feller  constituents  and  inebriates^ 
I'se  a  gwine  to  conclude  my  speech  by  telling  you  a  few  facts. 

Now  dat  de  Con-Jeff-Davis-ary  find  dat  dey  can't  rope  in  wid  de  You-rope-in  Govern- 
ments, what  am  dey  gwine  to  do.  Why  dey'd  better  rope-in  wid  us  and  we'll  gib  dem  all  de 
hemp  dey  want. 

Jeff  Davis  and  Bore-regard  are  on  good  terms,  and  I  tink  dey  ought  to  hang  well  togedder. 
Shirt  collars  are  kinder  scarce  down  Souf ;  but  we'll  gib  em  lots  ob  chokers.  Dat's  de  way 
tings  stand. 

Boy  enters  and  hands  speaker  a  letter  and  immediately  retires. 

Citizens,  I  have  just  received  a  letter  from  A.  B.  Lincum,  and  he  wants  to  see  me  ticklerly 
— BO  good  ebenin'. 


ALL  ABOUT  "SMITH." 

i.N  OEATION  a  la  AETEMU8  WAED.  ' 

My  FRIENDS  AND  FELLEE  FOLKS: — My  name  is  Smith,  and  I  am  not  ashamed  of  it:  No,  sir— 
ee.  It  may  be  that  no  person  in  this  vast  assemblage  owns  dat  very  uncommon  name,  if, 
however,  dar  be  one  such  let  him  hold  up  his  head,  pull  up  his  dickey,  turn  out  his  toes,  take 
courage,  thank  his  stars  dat  "  dar  are  a  few  more  left  ob  de  same  sort." 

Smith,  gentlemen,  am  an  illustrous  name, 
And  stands  eber  high  in  de  annals  of  fame, 
Let  White,  Brown  and  Jones,  increase  as  dey  will, 
Believe  me  dat  Smith  will  outnumber  dem  still. 

What  am  de  reason  dat  Smith  am  such  a  universal  gunius.  What  am  de  reason  dat  he  am; 
here,  dar,  and  all  ober  at  de  same  time.    Sometimes  he  am  preachin'  a  sermon,  sometimes. 
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Tobbin'  a  bank,  sometimes  he  is  blowed  np  in  a  steamboat,  sometimes  lie  am  smashed  by  a 
railroad  car,  sometimes  he  am  livin'  in  de  St.  Nicolas  Hotel,  and  sometimes  in  a  dry  goods  box; 
stmetimes  he  am  dancing  on  a  ball  room  floor,  and  sometimes  he  am  dancing  on  nuffin'. 

Some  people  say  he  was  de  man  what  bucked  de  bull  ofiE  de  bridge,  and  some  folks  say 
dat  he  was  de  man  what  struck  Billy  Paterson,  aud,  den  agin,  some  folks  say  dat  be  was  de 
pusson  what  laid  de  foundation  of  Gorden  Bennet's  fortune  by  starting  ahead  wid  a  fire  in  de 
rear. 

Now  what  am  de  reason  ob  all  des  difflerent  reports  ?  Its  becase  dey  aint  de  real  Smith 
no  more  dan  a  hoss  chestnut  am  a  chestnut  boss,  and  becase  de  Peter  Funks  ob  de  human 
pop'lation  wants  to  cum  de  gum  game  and  bamboozel  de  male  beds  of  society;  but  dey  can't 
do  it.  Ah,  I  am  here  myself.  I  is  !  I'se  a  waiting  for  dem.  I'se  a  layin'  low  like  a  jackall 
to  take  care  of  de  honor  of  de  Smith  generation,  and  I'll  fetch  'em  out  all  right  jest  as  certain 
as  four  and  eleben  are  eight. 

Feller  Citizens: — I  am  proud  ob  being  an  original  Smith,  not  a  Smtthe,  nor  a  Smtth,  but 
a  regular  S-m-i^-h — Smith.  Putting  a  Y  in  de  middle  or  an  E  at  de  end  wont  do  gentlemen; 
nary  time.  Who  eber  heard  of  any  great  men  by  de  name  of  Smyth:  or  Smithe?  Echo 
answers  Who  ?  and  ebery  body  answers  "  nary  one."  But  as  for  Smith,  plain  S-m-i-t-h,  why 
de  pillars  of  fame  are  covered  wid  dat  honorable  and  reverend  name.  Who  was  de  most 
witty,  racy,  and  popular  authors  ob  dis  century?  Horace  and  Albert  Smith.  Who  was  de 
most  original,  pithy  and  humorous  preacher?  Kev.  Sidney  Smith.  Who  could  raise  de  debil 
faster  dun  any  man  ob  his  size?  why  Gerrette  Smith.  To  go  fader  back,  who  was  de  bravest 
and  boldest  soger  in  Sumpter's  army  in  de  time  ob  deRevolution?  A  Smith.  Who  palavered 
wid  Powhattan,  galivanted  wid  Pochahontas,  and  becase  de  ancestor  ob  de  fust  families  of 
Virginia?  A.  Smith.  Again;  and  who,  I  ask,  I  ask  de  question,  and  I  ask  it  seriously  and 
soberly.  Who,  I  say,  am  dat  man,  and  what  is  his  name,  who  has  fought  de  most  battles, 
madede  most  speeches,  preached  de  most  sermons,  held  de  most  offices,  sung  de  most  songs, 
written  de  most  poems,  counted  de  most  money,  kissed  de  most  gals,  and  married  de  most 
widows?  History  says,  I  say,  you  say,  and  eberybody  says— John  Smith.  I  expect  dat  I'll 
tackle  dis  powerful  subject  to-morrow  ebenin'agin;  when  I  hope  dar  will  be  a  large  attend- 
ance ob  de  Smith  family. 


The  practice  of  a  whole  life  will  not  enable  a  woman  to  throw  a  stone  with  grace  and  ac- 
curacy. It  was  one  of  the  first  and  most  knotty  physiological  problems  which  presented  itself 
to  our  youthful  mind — why  our  big  sister,  when  she  tried  to  throw  a  snowball  at  us,  almost 
invariably  sent  it  careening  over  the  top  of  the  house,  while  we,  in  turn,  could  pop  her  in  the 
ear  almost  every  time. 

It  may  be  that  we  took  a  mean  advantage  of  this  discrimination  of  nature  in  our  behalf 
against  our  sister,  and  it  may  be  that  we  improved  the  opportunity  to  rake  her  fore  and  aft 
whenever  she  came  within  firing  distance.    But  that  is  neither  here  nor  there. 

As  the  time  passed  on  and  we  increased  our  stock  of  observation,  we  saw  the  other  fellows' 
sisters  labored  under  about  the  same  disadvantages  that  ours  did  in  the  matter  of  throwing 
any  kind  of  missle.  Why  this  marked  and  unmistakable  ditference  existed  we  never  learned 
until,  at  a  somewhat  advanced  period,  we  dived  into  a  book  of  physiology,  and  learned  that 
the  clavicle,  or  collar-bone,  in  the  anatomy  of  a  female  is  some  inches  longer,  and  s.  t  some 
degrees  lower  down,  than  in  the  masculine  frame.  This  long,  crooked,  awkward  bone  inter- 
feres with  the  full  and  free  action  of  the  shoulder,  and  that's  the  reason  a  girl  cannot  throw  a 
stone. 

The  design  of  this  sort  of  thing  is  still  unexplained  to  our  satisfaction.  We  have  de- 
veloped a  pet  theory  of  our  own,  however,  that  an  allwise  and  beneficent  Providence,  foresee- 
ing that  there  would  be  rolling-pins,  and  stove-hooks,  and  pot-lids  and  hot  water  in  the  world, 
set  the  women's  clavicle  down  a  hitch  or  two  for  the  safety  of  men.  It's  lucky  for  all  of  us 
that  women  cannot  throw  stones. 
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STANDARD  RECITATIONS  BY  BEST  AUTHORS. 


A  Choice  Collection  of  Bea  willful  Coin  positions^ 

CABEFULLT  COMPILED  FOR 

SCHOOL,  LYCEUM,  PARLOR  AND  OTHER  ENTERTAINMENTS, 

By  FRANCES  P.  S¥LLIVAN. 


OOIXTKIN  TVo.  S. 


A  Psalm  of  Life.    Longfellow   3 

The  Keaper  aud  the  Flowers.    Iiongfellow...  4 

Footsteps  of  Angels.    Longfellow   4 

The  Wreck  of  the  Hesperus.    Longfellow....  4 

The  Winning  of  o  aliet.    Shakespeare   5 

Polonius's  Advice  to  his  Son.    Shakespeiue. . .  6 

Home.    O.  Goldsmith   G 

Thauatopsls.    Bryant   6 

The  Yankee  Girl.    Whittier   7 

The  Moral  Warfare.    Whittier   8 

The  Female  Martyr.    Whittier   9 

The  Cities  of  the  Plain.     Whittier   10 

Answer  to  "  Hate  of  the  Bowl."    Anna  F   10 

Mercy.    Shakespeare   11 

Faithful.    Eose  Terry  Cooke   11 

Buikhng  and  Being.    Anon   11 

The  Rag  Picker.    Thomas  Dunn  Enghsh   12 

A  Bit  of  Experience   14 

Who  shall  go  first  ?   14 

How  we  take  it.    Theo.  D.  C.  Miller   14 

Shared.    Lucy  Larcom   15 

King  Coal   15 

The  Annunciation.    Adelaide  Procter   16 

The  Sledge  and  the  Pen.    T.  S.  Cleary   16 

The  Wanior's  Death   17 

Louis  Napoleon.  Geo.  B,  Sims   18 

Art  thou  living  yet?    James  G.  Clark   18 

A  Thought;    Father  Ryan   18 

The  Fisherman.    W.  Goethe   19 

Reunion    20 

Dreams.  Dalnot   20 

The  Girl  of  Seville.    Anon   20 

lieth  Gelert.    W.  L.  Spencer   21 

The  Happy  Man.    Janu  s  Thomson   21 

The  Sculptor  Boy.    BshopDoane   22 

God's  Time.    Jean  Ingelow   22 


PAOS 


Unfinished  StiU.    Anon   22 

The  Daughter  of  Meath.    Thos.  H.  Bayly...  23 

The  Golden  Side.  Anon   24 

The  Death  of  Bawtie   24 

O'Brazil— The  Isle  of  the  Blest.     G.  Griffin  25 

The  Bridal  of  Malahide.    Gerald  Griffin   26 

The  Miser's  Fate.    Osborne   27 

Vailed.    Anon   28 

The  Darling  Wee  Shoe.    Dora  Shaw   29 

The  Closing  Scene.    T.  Buchanan  Read   30 

The  Old  Man  in  the  Styhsh  Church.    John  • 

H.  Yates   31 

The  Old  Man  in  the  Model  Church.  John 

H.  Yates   32 

Marston  Moor.    W.  M.  Praed   33 

The  Dying  Hebrew.   Kimbie   34 

The  Mariner's  Wife.    Wm.  Julius  Mickle... .  35 

The  Uplifting  of  the  Baimer.    Baine   35 

The  Pillar  Towers  of  Ireland.  D.F.  McCarthy  36 

Childhood  and  Manhood.    Crabbe   37 

The  Last  Farewell   38 

The  Indian  Chieftain   38 

Questions.  Henry  J.  Kent     38 

The  Little  Orator.     Thaddeus  Mason  Harris  39 

A  Stitch  in  Time     39 

Mad  Mag.     Leonard  Wheeler   39 

The  Palace  o'  the  King.    Wm.  Mitchell   40 

The  Demon  Ship.    Lloyd  Mifflin  41 

The  Robber   42 

Nothing  to  do   43 

Home.    Anon   43 

Little  Mary's  Wish.    iMrs.  L.  M.  Blinn   44 

Smile  whenever  you  can    45 

The  Mare,  yoiir  Honor.  R.  Mountjoy  Jephson  45 

The  Deadman's  Journey   46 

An  Episode  in  the  Life  of  an  Actor.  Roy  Leslie  48 
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